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Respectfully invites your attention to an extensive and superior variety 
the above Goods, many styles of which can not be found.elsewhere. 

‘Importing and manufacturing largely, he is enabled to offer superior 
ducements to every class of buyers. 
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and all goods sold, not giving satisfaction, may be returned, and the mot 
will.be refunded cheerfully. 
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the hand-made Canatille, Check Pattern, and many other new styles of NOTE 
PAPERS, with ENVELOPES to match. 
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DEMPSEY & FARGIS, 
No. 603 BROADWAY, 


Two doors below Houston St., NHW-YORK. 


Smporters, Manufacturers, and Dealers in 


FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, 
STERLING SILVER WARE 


MOURNING JEWRLRY IBY GO0B8, 
| TORTOISESHELL COMBS AND ORNAMENTS. 


WarcHes, JewEeLERY, Torrorse- SHELL Comas, Jer Goons, etc., ete., repaired by the 
most experienced and skillful workmen, 
All goods purchased at this establishment will be warranted as represented, 


ARTICLES FOR PRESENTS. 
TU chhing anh Visiting Cards. 


WEDDING STATIONERY. 


Practical Engravers and Printers of Wedding, reception, Visiting, 
and Professional Cards. 


Our Engraving and Printing are done on the premises, under the immediate supervision 
of the proprietors, thus insuring to our customers work of a superior quality. An ex- 
amination of our specimens will warrant our claiming the superiority over any other 
engraving establishment in the United States. | 


ALSO EMPORTERS OF 
Fine French and English Hote and Letter Paper, Grbelopes, ete., in great varietios. 


Crests, Coats of Arms, and Initials, Stamped in Colors, on 
Paper and Envelopes, in the most artistic style. 


DEMPSEY & FARGIS, 
No. 608 BROADWAY. 


, Coats of Arms, Crests, Names, and Initials, Engraved on Jewelry and Silver Ware. 
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WORDS BY SCRIBE. 

DIE MUSIC BY GIACOMO MEYERBEER, 


LONDON EDITION, WITH MUSICAL ILLUSTRATIONS, REPRINTED FROM THE ORIGINAL 
STEREOTYPE PLATES. 
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THAT originality constitutes the grand distinction be- 
tween the artist Jf ge aius and the artist of talent, admits 
of no dispute. To possess some quality which no one 
else possesses; to be endowed with the power of portraying 
in a new form and embellishing in new colors; to be able 
to present in a new light that which is conventional and 
antiquated withcut deteriorating from its truth and force, 
belong indeed to the most favored and rarest intellects 
only. Genius, the mind’s improvisation, can neither be 
acquired nor communicated. The highest intelligence, 
aided by the deepest research and severest study, can not 
supply the place. Genius is to man what instinct is to 
the inferior animals, But this instinct or mental impro- 
visation is imperatively required in the artist who aims at 
the loftiest renown. The most brilliant talents—the most 
solid accomplishments—the most profound skill, without 
this endowment of the gods, degenerates into splendid 
mediocrity. The “divine tire” alone has power to ele- 
vate to the highest regions of art. Without this “holy 
alliance” intellect is constrained to sail midway betwixt 
neaven aud earth, hopeless of attaining the empyrean 
heights, 

No one can deny the possession of originality to 
Maria Piccolomini. Of all singers, indeed, since Mali- 
bran, her efforts appear more directly the promptings of 
inspiration. She can not be compared with any of her 
predecessors; she owes nothing to her contemporaries: 
all which she accomplishes is her own, and nature appears 
to direct her thoughts and movements without the inter- 
vention of art. Of stage traditions she knows nothing, 
or knows them by instinct, or rejects them. She does not 
allow conventional trammels to fetter her. She takes no 
prescription for a guide. Genius is bold and will not be 
regulated nor coerced. Piccolomini follows invariably 
the dictates of her impulsiveness, and seldom fails to ar- 
rive at the true result. To such as are accustomed to the 
timidities of moderate capacities, and whose opinions are 
governed by antecedents, the novelty and impetuosity of 
her style may at first seem startling. Au appeal to na- 
ture, however, will demonstrate the propriety of the ar- 
tist. As nature sometimes departs from the straight line, 
so Piccolomini will occasionally be found erratic. But 
her deviations are not wanderings from truth. On the 
contrary, they are indisputable proofs of artistic foresight 
or feeling. Frigid correctness is not likely to satisfy the 
veritable apostle. As the loveliest sky is not that which 
is transparent and cloudless, so the fairest accomplish- 
ment in art is not what is most devoid of flaw or speck; 
but where the beauties are heightened by contrast with 
occasional shadows and darklings, 

Piccolomini’s qualitications are as various as they are 
original, As an actress she possesses almost every requi- 
site for tragedy and comedy. Her tragedy is character- 
ized by singular earnestness and abandonment, and an 


intensity combined with truthfulness which has certainly | 


no superior on the lyric boards. No delineation blend- 
ing together the serious and comic elements, since the 
Amina of Malibran, has created such a sensation in Eng- 
land as the Violetta of Piccolomini, in Traviata) This 
was the first part in which she appeared in this country, 
aud is that with which her name is most immediately as- 


: 
+ << Bre 


i no less striking and original than in Zerlina. 
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sociated. Violetta and Piccolomini can no more be sepa 
rated than Amina and Malibran, or Jenny Lind and 
Alice. The effect which Piccolomini creates in the imper» 
sonation of the “ betrayed one” is indeed supreme. She 
makes the audience sympathize with the fortunes of 
Violetta as if they were those of a real heroine, and in- 
vests the character with an interest throughout painful 
from its very intensity. Never was there represented on 
the stage a more truthful and powerful picture of passion, 
devotion, agony, and death. 

But not in La Traviata alone does Piccolomini evidence 

that remarkable union of instinct with art, which has 
gained for her such celebrity. In Zerlina, in Don Gio- 
vanni, and Maria, in La Figlia del Reggimento, she dis- 
plays the same impulsiveness, the same quickness of ap- 
prehension, the same rich and varied coloring, the same. 
clinging, as it were, to truth and nature, which she exhibits. 
in Violetta. Piccolomini’s conception of Zerlina is en- 
tirely original, or would be so, but for reminiscences of 
Malibran, whom it is needless to say she never saw, 
Piccolomini being a mere child when Malibran died; aud 
Piccolomini interprets the character according to the in- 
tentions of Da Ponte and Mozart, no one who reads the 
libretto and hears the music attentively can doubt for a 
moment. Zerlina is neither elegant nor tranquil, but, on 
the contrary, a somewhat bold and spritely and impress- 
ionable young girl, who assumes innocence as an excuse 
to forego her plighted troth directly she is solicited by a 
handsome rich cavalier. This was precisely the view 
i takea of the character by Malibran; and who that wit- 
nessed her performance» can ever forget the effect pro- 
duced by that immortal songstress in Mozart’s peasant 
girl! 

In Maria, in the Figlia del Reggimento, Piccolomini is 
Here, again, 
our heroine continues to steer clear of all antecedents, 
and delineates the character of the Vivandiere in a man- 
ner peculiarly her own. The placidity and polish so 
e-refally bestowed upon the character by preceding ar- 
tistes, have been indignantly rejected, and their place 
supplied by frankness of manner, freedom of deportment, 
i and unstudied action, perfectly natural—nay, inevitable 
in one who has been brought up from childhood among 
rough companions, who have petted and spoiled her, and 
whose home has pendulated between the camp and the 
battle-field. But not alone in the joyous animation, the 
elasticity of spirits, and in the thorough abandonment to 
the character and the scene, does Piccolomini demonstrate 
her superiority to all her predecessors in the part of Maria, 
Nothing more beautifully tender and expressive has been 
heard on the stage than her farewell address to the sol- 
diers, when Maria sings the pathetic adieu, “Convien 
| partir.” This indeed is a chef @euvre of vocal eloquence 
| it is impossible to surpass. 

Had Piccolomini appeared oaly in the three characters ‘ 

| allnded to, it might have been argued a priori, and not 

| without some show of reason, that she was not made to 
shine conspicuously on the stage as a lady, and that parts 
eccertrie and demonstrative were better suited to her 

| taleuts and instincts than the elegant and refined Cer 

| tainly Piecolomini is seen to far greater advantage in any 
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character than the merely genteel; but that she can as- 
sume, or more properly de the lady at all points is fully 
proved by her performance of Lucy, in Lucia di Lammer- 
moor, than which no piece of acting can be throughout 
more unruffled and smooth, and more divested of osten- 
tations and solecisms against good-breeding. So much 
so, indeed, that one can scarcely believe that the same 
artiste who fluttered and sighed as Violetta, who rompéd 
as Maria, and coquetted as Zerlina, is the tender, gentle 
creation of Donizetti’s Opera, whose heart’s most dear 
resolve a brother’s hasty word can blow to the winds. 
But Piccolomini’s serious powers are not restricted to the 
tears and heart-rendings of Lucia. In the only real tragic 
part she has essayed in England, (Luisa Miller is mere 
domestic melodrame,) Paolina, in I Martiri, she reaches 
the sublime by her power and intensity, and amplitude 
of form alone is wanting to realize the grandeur of the 
impersonation. The mind is evidently capacious and 
strong enough. Such a performance, indeed, as Piccolo- 
mini’s Paolina fully justifies a critic of the London press 
in denominating the artiste a ‘‘ Pasta in miniature.” 

Violetta in La Traviata, Maria in the Figlia del Reg- 
gimento, and Zerlina in Don Giovanni, are Piccolomini’s 
greatest achievements. «Next to these we should name 
Susanna in the Nozze di Figaro, so full of piquaney and 
naivete, and Norino, in Don Pasquale—a very ebullition 
of hilarity and truthfulness—as worthiest our admiration. 
Madlle. Piccolomini has been long enough acquainted 
with public life to be in possession of an extensive reper- 
tory. Before she came to England, she had been on the 
stage a few years only, and as a matter of course had not 
filled many parts; moreover her success in the Traviata 
was so triumphant as almost to supersede the necessity 
of her appearing in any other character. Among the 
parts which she has played on the Continent with most 
effect may be cited Luisa Miller, in Verdi’s Opera of that 
name, and Leonora in the Trovatore. Luisa Miller was 
produced for the first time in England this year, at her 
Majesty’s Theatre, specially for Madlle. Piccolomini, and 
failed entirely from want of merit in the music, and the 
uninteresting nature of the plot. Piccolomini’s Luisa was 
universally allowed to be a powerful and life-like perform- 
ance; but neither her efforts nor the transcendent sing- 
ing of Sig. Giuglini could rescue Verdi’s indifferent work 
from well-merited oblivion. Piccolomini has not yet at- 
tempted Leonora, in the Trovatore, in London, but she 
has played it in Dublin and on the Continent, and report 
speaks highly of her personification. 

Piccolomini’s voice is a true soprano—clear and bril- 
liant in quality, and almost invariably just in intonation— 
it is naturally flexible, but not having been sufficiently 
exercised when the possessor was young, (Malle. Piccolo- 
mini, as all the world knows, was not intended for public 
life,) does not betoken the extreme fluency and facility of 
some of our most remarkable bravura singers. The want 
of rapid and brilliant execution, however, is amply com- 
pensated by the possession of other eminent qualities 
necessary to constitute the accomplished vocalist. In 
expression and sensibility, Piccolomini has never been 
surpassed and rarely equalled. She may in reality be 
said, in technical parlance, to be carried away by the 
impressions of the scene. She is not the mere abstract 
vocalizer who sings, but the dramatic artist who feels and 
interprets. To arrive at a fair conclusion of Piccolomini’s 
powers we must not consider her accomplishments and 
taients apart from each other. These are so blended 
together that it is impossible to separate them. We can 
not pronounce judgment on the actress or vocalist indi- 
vidually. Piccolomini takes her stand on loftier grounds, 
and emphatically claims to be the artist. Of other 
renowned songstresses you may safely affirm that some 
‘ particular quality preponderates; in Ler case alone, opinion 


is at fault and can not discover any preponderating excei 
lence. As one of the most accomplished of the Londox 
journalists observed: ‘In truth she is one of those rare 
beings who appear at intervals on the lyric stage, defying 
classification, and baffling criticism. You must take her 
performance as a whole, reckon up all her attractions, or 
her youth, beauty, impulsiveness, and above all her 
excellent naturalness.” Or ifthere be one quality whiel) 
exerts a superior force over the artist, it is that pointed 
‘out by the brilliant fewiWetonists of Le Constitutionnel wha 
pronounce the distinguishing characteristic of Mdile. 
Piccolomini to be “ soul, soul, soul;” from which he infers : 
‘‘Thence her success; thence her real power, and the 
incontestible influence she exercises over the public.” 
All who have heard and seen Piccolomini can not but 
acknowledge the force and truthfulness of this observation. 

Piccolomini’s fame may be dated from her first appear- 
ance in Italy, when a mere girl, in Verdi's Traviata——an 
opera which signally failed, on its first production, with 
Albertini as the heroine, and was eliminated from the 
stage until the new Violetta brought it back, infused fresh 
vitality into it, and gave it a seeming immortality. Never 
was composer more deeply indebted to singer. But for 
Maria Piccolomini, in all probability the score of La 
Traviata would have remained on the shelves of M. 
Ricardo, at Milan, up to this moment, and the joys, the 
sorrows, and sad fate of. poor Violetta be consigned to 
oblivion. A girl, however, changed the destiny of the 
master’s work. La Traviata obtained a new trial, and 
thanks to the genius of a youthful singer, created a furor 
Thenceforward the artistic history of Maria Piccolo- 
mini becomes a series of triumphs. The renown she 
achieved in her native country soon spread over the Con. 
tinent, and was not slow in reaching England. The 
energetic manager of her Majesty’s theatre—ever on the 
look out for novelty—secured Mdlle. Piccolomini for 
the great opera house in the Haymarket. She made her 
first appearance on Saturday, May the 24th, 1856, and 
created an almost unparalleled enthusiasm. La Traviata 
was the opera, and its attraction remained unabated to . 
the end of the season. The new singer was all the rage, 
and in a brief space of time became one of the greatest 
favorites thatever adorned the lyric boards. The Piccolomi- 
ni influence, nevertheless, was not restricted to the stage ; 
the power of her name was manifested in spheres beyond 
the reach of music. The magic word, “Piccolomini,” blazed 
forth from the shop-windows, appended to some novel 
article of fashionable attire, or some item of consumption in 
every emporium of trade. The likeness of the artist de- 
corated the music shops and added its allurement to front- 
ispieces of fantasias, polkas, waltzes, quadrilles, and brin- 
disis. Itinerant barrel-organists were eternally grinding 
the Piccolomini airs from the Traviata. Race-horses, 
coaches, cigars, and purses borrowed their nomenclature 
from Piccolomini, and the name became a by-word for 
every thing that was novel, graceful, and charming. In 
short, the Jenny Lind furor was renewed in the person of 
the new Italian Cantatrice, and every extravagance, conse- 
quent on sudden and uncommon popularity, was commit- 
ted. It may be readily imagined that such a popularity 
spread like wild-fire over the kingdom, and that offers of 
engagements poured in to the singer faster than could be 
accepted. It the autumn of the same year, Mdlle. Picco- 
lomini proceeded on a tour to the Provinces, and visited 
the principal cities of Ireland and Scotland. Her metro- 
politan success accompanied her every where. In Dub- 
lin, more particularly, she raised her audiences to the 
highest pitch of enthusiasm. Her performances in the 
Theatre Royal of the Irish Capital were demonstrations 
on the most alarming scale of Hiberian excitement. The 
artist could almost have fancied herself in the presence 
of an inflamed Turin or Siennese assembly 
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Mdlle. Piccolomini’s London and Provincial triumphs 
were followed by equal success at the Theatre Italien in 
Paris, where she was engaged the same winter. As 
usual, the French public, ever skeptical as to the honors 
and renown conferred on singers in England, Piccolomini, 
like Alboni, on her first appearance at the Salle Venta- 
dom, was received with extraordinary frigidity by the 
most polite and gallant people in Europe. Her piquant 
manner and engaging address, however, in spite of mis- 
doubting preconceptions and resolutions, derived from 
national animosities, captivated the spectators in the first 
scene, and the buoyancy and delightful heartiness with 
which the famous brindisi was delivered, brought down 
the house in an uproar of applause. A rapturous encore 
followed, and Piccolomini’s fate was sealed, as far, at 
least, as regarded Parisian prestige. The performance of 
La Traviata nineteen times during the season, incontesta- 
biy demonstrated the popularity of the new artist, and 
the public press, almost without an exception, sung pzeans 
in her honor. The favorable suffrages of the two great- 
est capitals in Europe were gained without an effort, and 
Piecolomini’s name, by prescriptive right, was enrolled in 
the catalogue of the most renowned artists of the day. 

It must be conceded that some portion of the interest 
excited in favor of Malle. Piccolomini, was due to the 
fact that she was nobly descended. Closely allied to one 
of the most illustrious families in Europe—the great- 
granddaughter and niece of a Pope—moving in the most 
distinguished circles, and placed beyond the necessities 
of fortune, only one motive could have impelled her to 
enter into a public career. An innate love for ART, and 
thorough conviction that she was destined to achieve a 
name for herself, independent of that she derived from 
her family, induced her to select the lyric stage as a pro- 
fession, in spite of the strenuous arguments and entreaties 
of friends and relations. ‘She experienced the necessity 
of giving utterance to and singing what she felt so well,” 
(writes the Illustration Journal Universal,) “that she 
was instinctively impelled to transfer the emotions that 
filled her own soul into the souls of a numerous audience. 
Considerations of position, alliances of all sorts, were con- 
strained to give way; the dramatic instinct was too strong 
to be resisted, and it compelled all those opposed to it to 
range themselves on its side. Maria Piccolomini’ over- 
came the repugnance of her family.” The concomitants 
of rank and birth naturally exerted their influence with 
our aristocracy, who, elated at beholding such rare genius 
developed in one of their own class, held out the hand 
of affection as well as favor to the artist. Malle. Piccolo- 
mini directly became the pet of the nobility, partly in 
consequence of her birth, which nevertheless was not of 
so much moment as becoming the pet of the public in 
consequence of her talent. 

Such violent favoritism in her first season might have 
resulted in a violent ending, but the youthful cantatrice 
retained in 1857 and 1858 the position she achieved in 
1856, although in the one year she had to contend against 
the novelty and great attractions of Signor Giuglini, who 
was accepted as the only legitimate successor of Rubini, 
and the other the equally powerful attraction of Mdlle. 
Titiens, one of the most accomplished dramatic singers 
that ever appeared at the opera. Piccolomini on both 
occasions bowed to the storm, and when the violence of 
the tempest had passed, lifted up her head and asserted 
her owr supremacy. 

Piccolomini’s engagement in America is limited to four 
er five months. Mr. Lumley’s subscribers would feel 
aggrieved wereshe to be absent at the opening of the sea- 
son in 1859, and the public would be sorry to be deprived 
of the light of that countenance which has cheered them 
with its smiles for three consecutive seasons. We may 


therefore confidentially reckon on Piccolomini’s return to ! 


England with the song birds in the ensuing spring, and 
in all probability the “pet of the public” will open the 
new campaign at the Old Opera. In the mean while, 
Malle. Piccolomini takes with her to the New Continent 
the good wishes of all who know her on this side of the 
Atlantic. The respect and esteem due to the amiable 
and spotless lady are no less hers than the admiration 
due to the artist. 

That her success in the United States will realize the 
expectations of her most ardent admirers, nobody can 
doubt. She leaves England with as high fame and honor 
as could have been bestowed on singer. Be hers then, 
in the new as in the old world, renown and glory. The 
Lyre and the Laurel : 


With all the trophies of triumphant song, 
She won then well, and may she wear them long! 


To those who did not visit her Majesty’s Theatre dur- 
ing the seasons of 1856 or 1857, it will be hard to convey 
a notion of the peculiar impression made by Madlle. Pic- 
colimini upon the London public. The kind of enthusiasm 
she produced was altogether different from any thing that 
had been known before. 

Brilliant accounts of the young artist’s triumphant suc- 
cesses in her native Italy, had indeed raised the general 
expectation; and in aristocratic England, the circum- 
stance that she is the scion of one of the most illustrious 
of European families was not without its weight, although, 
perhaps, the name of Piccolomini is less familiar to Bri- 
tish ears than to those which habitually listen to the 
verse of Schiller. , 

She came, it is true, with a strong préstige in her favor, 
but never did artist more speedily become independent 
of all préstige whatever. ; 

The first character, when she made her déb4i in the 
beginning of 1856, was Violetta in La Traviata—a work 
which had to contend against two distinct prejudices. In 
the first place, there is a musical party who, in spite of 
the European celebrity of Sig. Verdi, is determined to 
assail every work that issues from his pen; in the second 
place, there is a semi-puritanical party, which, from time 
to time, scents out immorality in theatrical performances, 
and which feigned to be greatly shocked at the production 
of an opera founded on “La Dame aux Camélias.” But 
these obstacles were as naught in the way of Madlle. 
Piccolomini: she came, she smiled, she conquered. The 
sun that rose on the morning after her déb@t shone on a 
multitude of enthusiasts, who lost no time in spreading 
through the town the welcome news that a new star of 
unquestionable lustre had risen upon the fashionable and 
art-loving world. The playful vivacity exhibited by 
Madlle. Piccolomini in the opening—her wild despair, on 
bidding farewell to her supposed lover—the pathetic de- 
tails of the death that finally seyers the Traviata from 
the joys and sorrows of a world in which she has 
sparkled so brightly and so briefly—were at once the 
theme of admiring comment both among the critics who 
spoke through the columns of the public press, and those 
other critics—scarcely less potent—whose sphere of 
operation is the club-room and the fashionable saloon. 

Whatever opinion foreigners may entertain of the Eng- 
lish as a nation, this much is certain, that in all that be- 
longs to the relation between aftist and patron, they are 
eminently sentimental. Mere appreciative admiration 
does not satisfy them; they like to feel a personal affec- 
tion for the individual whose talent delights them, and 
their peculiarity in this respect was exactly suited by the 
girlish innocence and naiveté of Madlle. Piccolomini. The 
house rang with enthusiasm, as in a flood of song she 
poured forth expressions of the most poignant grief, or 
most heart-rending despair; but the terms in which she 
was mentioned by her admirers were always those indica» 
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tive of affectionate regard. It became a fashion to call 
her the “Cara Bambina,” as if the London public loved 
to look upon her as its favorite child. By her exquisite 
delineation of the true-hearted Maria, in La Figlia del 
Reggimento, which she played shortly after her débat, this 
spirit of kindly appreciation was still further heightened. 

Shakspeare has told us that “violent delights have 
violent ends ;” and, doubtless, the malevolent might easily 
flatter themselves that so remarkable an enthusiasm as 
had been created by Madile. Piccolomini in London, and 
reflected in the provinces—through which she took a 
professional tour after the conclusion of her metropolitan 
engagement—would prove as transient as it had been 
universal. But the augurs of ill, if such there were, 
proved to be strangely mistaken; for when, after having 
performed La Traviata no less than nineteen times in the 
space of little more than two months, at the Italiens at 
Paris, Madlle, Piccolomini reiippeared in London in the 
early part of this present year, 1857, it was to be wel- 
comed with a renewal of the old sentiments, coupled 
with the declaration that the young artiste had been bene- 
ficially tutored by a year’s experience. Asa critic per- 
tinently remarked, she was decidedly one of the most 
“popular ” artistes that had ever existed. 

The London season of 1857 was a period of constant 
advance with Madlle. Piccolomini. Her repertory be- 
came more extended, so that she elicited triumphant 
comparisons with her predecessors in lyrical art. Many 
illustrious vocalists had shone in Lucia di Lammermoor, 
but their success, while it stirred the emulation, height- 
ened the triumph of the ambitious young artist; who, in 
conclusion, stamped herself as an interpretress of that 
classical music, which all parties receive as the standard 
of excellence, by her admirable delineation of Zerlina, in 
the Don Giovanni of Mozart. 


The following comments on the performances of Madlle. 
Piccolomini are extracted from the principal London 
journals: 


LA TRAVIATA. 


“The entrance of Madlle. Piccolomini at once made 
an impression in her favor. Her figure is small, graceful, 
and ‘ distinguished,’ her countenance is pleasing and vi- 
vacious, and as she tripped upon the stage, amid her 
guests, there was a sprightliness in her manner that 
gained all sympathies, and that found its vocal expression 
in the second verse of the Bacchanalian song, with which 
Violetta follows the first verse, sung by Alfred. The 
pretty recklessness with which this little ebullition of 
gayety took place, raised a loud burst of applause, and 
the verse was unanimously encored. The final movement 
at the end of the scend, in the first act, when Madlle. 
Piccolomini’s pure soprano voice was exerted in the pro- 
duction of the sweetest notes, brought down the curtain 
amid general sounds of approval, but it was not as yet 
that her great triumph was attained. It was in the se- 
cond act, when the interview with the elder Germont is 
over, and Violetta takes leave of Alfred with the con- 
cealed intention of never seeing him again, that her his- 
trionic force was first displayed to its full extent. Such 
a tone of anguish—of abandonment to the sentiment of 
the moment, was thrown into the single line— 


‘ Amami, Alfredo, quant’ io t’ amo! Addio!” 


that it thrilled through the whole body of the audience. 
The second great achievement was in the scene at Flora’s 
residence, when she is insulted by Alfred in the presence 
of the numerous party. Except in the Camille of Madlle, 
Rachel, we scarcely remember to have seen such an in- 
stance of the bodily frame breaking up, as it were, 


through the aggression of mental anguish. Madlle. Pie 
colomini trembled from head to foot under the influence 
of the insulting language—the hands clutched convul- 
sively and wandered about uncertain—it was evident 
that the mind was so absorbed in its own suffering as to 
have lost its control over the limbs. In this situation she 
did not utter a note, but nevertheless she monopolized tc 
herself all the attention of the public. 

“The tottering step with which Madlle. Piccolimini (in 
the dying scene) endeavored to reach her chair, when 
the malady was at its height, was fine to the highest de- 
gree. Every spectator followed her movements with a 
sort of nervousness, and audibly rejoiced when she was 
fairly seated, so obvious was the danger that she might 
fall exhausted in the midst of her efforts. The shriek of 
supplication with which, after the return of Alfred had 
again made life valuable, she charged her servant to visit 
the medical man with the words— 

‘ Digli che vivere ancor vogl’ io,’ 
was wonderful—it was really the expression of the 
drowning wretch, who proverbially clutches at a straw, 
and beautifully led up to the more lyrical agony with 
which in the duet immediately following she bewails her 
hapless lot in tones of impassioned grief.” — Times. 


“In regard to her voice, it is an exquisite organ—a 
pure soprano sfogato—clear, penetrating, and yet ex- 
tremely sweet. It has, moreover, the delicious freshness 
and bloom of youth—so fair, and alas! so fading—while 
its every tone and inflexion seem to flow from the spon- 
taneous impulse of feeling. Her taste is pure, and her 
style is natural and simple.” — Daily News. 


‘There is that about her which is exquisitely sweet 
and simple, yet so grand. Not hers the mere flourish of 
the accomplished cantatrice—nor the note sustained al- 
most infinitely—these things are there and in perfection, 
but are not thought of She is no mere charmer of the 
ear, but a poet whose music speaks to the soul, as Shak- 
speare and Raffaelle have spoken.”—Morning Post. 


‘“ Madlle, Piccolomini is still very young, with the first 
bloom and charm of the divine breath of nature, yet in 
spirit and frame unconscious of the beauty of her own 
creations, and only of that passionate truth which itself 
moulds the warm impulses of the heart into beautiful 
forms. She is an artist in the highest though not in a 
conventional sense. Her performance presents you with 
something you have not seen before—even allowing for 
the great physical advantages she possesses over some of 
her gifted contemporaries. An impulsive child of nature, 
it is her exquisite taste that renders her an artist. She 
does not appear to do this or that thing because it ought 
to be done in obedience to classic rule, but to yield her- 
self up to the sympathy or the passion that is within her, 
and to do rightly because it is not possible for her to do 
wrong. The same power that has made her corporeally 
graceful and charming, has given her the divinely plastic 
spirit of woman; and, as all she does is from her soul, 
both truth and beauty are stamped upon her perform- 
ance.”—Morning Chronicle. 


‘ The roguish little creature of the first act, who sings 
a Bacchanalian song, and, smiling so pleasantly at her 
guests, has endeared herself to the audience likewise, 
becomes an object of real solicitude as the piece pro- 
gresses. The shriek of agony with which she takes leave 
of Arturo, makes the ‘stalls’ seriously uncomfortable, 
and when she reappears.with very pallid cheeks, and her 
pulmonary complaint has been assisted by mental dis- 
tress, the case is grievous indeed. The countenance with 


‘which she bears the insults of her lover is worth a care 
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wm study, so truthful and so full of life (as well as death) 
is its expression, revealing at once the delicate organiza- 
tion of the sufferer and the weight of misery, moral and 
physical, by which she is crushed. When the phthisis, 
that is the ‘fate’ of the story, fully asserts its supremacy, 
every body knows how it will end. Nevertheless, every 
eye is fixed with curiosity on the dying girl, and when in 
the wildness of despair, and with surpassing vocal elo- 
quence, she cries— 


‘ Gran Dio—Morir si giovane, 


she really seems to be very hardly used by the Nemesis, 
and people are half-inclined to believe that she may be 
more lucky than she was last year. No!—libreiti are as 
stubborn as facts. Violetta dies as usual in the arms of 
Germont senior, and Germont junior, and the audience 
must solace themselves by remembering that she is only 
a fictitious personage, and calling for Madlle. Piccolomini, 
who is a very living reality. Indeed, it may be observed 
that, although the lungs of Violetta are in that morbid 
condition that has always given a peculiar charm to their 
owner, the voice of Madlle. Piccolomini has gained in 
power and volume since last year, while there is more 
nrecision and finish in her execution.” — Times. 


—— ©-¢———_- 
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LA FIGLIA DEL REGGIMENTO. 


“Rarely do we see a part more adequately acted, and 
we use the word not as commonplace, but as the most 
accurate expression to denote how thoroughly, casting 
aside all the rest of her nature, Madlle. Piccolomini be- 
comes the little vivandière she undertakes to represent. 
The playful air, the saucy look of unconventional inde- 
penderce, the light trotting march, like that of a child 
playing at soldiers, are the very perfection of naiveté, 
She is a living picture that could not be altered without 
detriment. Then how pretty is the manner in which she 
sings and looks (we are not committing a solecism) the 
air Ciascun lo dice. You feel that she is proud ot her 
identity with the famous * Undecimo Reggimento,’ and 
when she roguishly looks round at the soldiers as she 
atters the second half of the line, 


‘Che un sesso teme, che l’altro adora,’ 


the coquetry of the woman is added to the esprit de corps 
of the devoted comrade. Where she parts with her old 
friends she grieves like a petted child: she frets because 
the holidays are over, and dreary school-time is to recom- 
mence. When under the rule of her aunt, she sings the 
song about Venus and Philomel, and such like drawing- 
doom paganisms, till she can bear the heathen infliction 
no longer, and breaks out into the darling old Rataplan, 
flinging the score of music to the ground, and commend- 
ing it to powers below that level; ‘she is the same petted 
child after the arrival at school has taken place, and the 
desire of a rebellion begins. A higher position i: taken 
when the soldiers once more crowd around her, and she 
sings Evviva la Patria! By a slight alteration of the 
text she substitutes ‘L’Italia’ for ‘La Patria,’ and as she 
extends her arms in the inspiration of the moment, and 
her eyes flash with new-born zeal, her minute form ex- 
pands into a sort of patriotic allegory. Nor would our 
description be complete if we passed over the manner in 
which she acknowledged the reception of the bonquets 
flung at the end of the opera by the more ardent of her 
admirers, It was allof a piece with the childlike cha- 
racter of the impersonation. She picked up the flowers 
with evident gusto, heaped them in her arms, as a de- 
lighted urchin would accumulate a collection of birth- 
day gifts, and, when called before the curtain for the se- 
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the fragrant treasures. A ‘new sensation’ is a very old 
phrase, but that is exactly what is given by Madlle. Pic- 
colomini.”— Times. 


‘She has a fascination quits peculiar to herself—th 
ingenuous innocence expressed by her every look and 
gesture. She made us feel, more than we ever did be- 
fore, the really fine conception of the character—the 
simple child of nature so rudely nurtured, the fragile 
flower growing so sweetly in so rugged a soil. There is 
something in the poor girl’s very weakness and helpless- 
ness which is exceedingly affecting, and gives a new and 
serious interest to her situation, scarcely awakened by 
the delightful performance of Jenny Lind.’— Spectator. 


“If the part of Violetta, in the Traviata, makes great 
demands upon the histrionic ability of the artiste who 
undertakes it, so also does that of Maria in the Figlia del 
Reggimento. The graceful but elegant levity which Pic- 
colomini threw into her delineation of the early scenes 
of the former opera, led us to anticipate a very charming 
and characteristic version of the popular sutler-girl. Nor 
were we disappointed.  Madlle. Piccolomini is admirably 
adapted to fill up such sketches as this. She has a pretty 
person, which is something —archness of manner, which 
is more; while we have profuse evidence that she can 
depict moments of deep feeling with earnestness and 
force. Few of the lyric artists that have appeared in our 
time have been so usefully accomplished in the arts of 
acting. Hence her personation of the unsophisticated 
and genial Maria was most agreeably fresh and piquant, 
and the girlish frankness and vivacity of her demeanor 
when singing the Rataplan at the head of the regiment, 
or in marching with mock solemnity to the song of the 
good-humored sergeant, realized the ‘idea of the merry 
side of the character as completely as could be wished. 
But the native buoyancy of the little vivandiére was ca- 
pitally expressed throughout, and at no period more na- 
turally and pleasant than when she is called upon to be 
the fine lady, and tries with fidgety repugnance to war- 
ble a stately tune, from which she diverges with ‘irre- 
pressible playfulness into the glorious old refrain of the 
camp. Her espiéglerie in these well-known passages of 
the opera was inimitable.”—WMorning Herald. 


“The manner in which Madlle. Piccolomini identifies 
herself with the spoiled child of the ‘ Undecimo’—the con- 
fident toss of the head—the dubious gravity of the march, 
which leaves the question undecided whether the young 
lady supposes that she is performing a military duty, or 
merely indulging in a congenial freak—are already fami- 
liar to all who studied her peculiarities last vear. But 
although the general conception remains the same, there 
seemed last night a greater precision of detail than cu 
former occasions. Scarcely a line was without its dis- 
tinct meaning. Her opening conversation with the pa- 
ternal Sergeant Sulpizio was conducted in an orderly 
business-like manner, and as she enumerated her martial . 
virtues, it was with the air of a complacent sélfapproval 
that likewise expects acknowledgment from without. 
But the claim has been acknowledged : 


‘Poi per dar saggio del mio talento, etc. 


She utters these words with all solemnity. To other folks 
the office of vivandiére may not appear preéminent among 
earthly dignities, but to Maria herself it is a post of high 
honor, not to be mentioned in terms of levity. She ig 
firmly con vinced that her excessive merit has met its 
fitting reward. In the famous song, Ciascun lo dice, sung 


| in the presence of the admiring soldiers, Madlle. Piccolo- 
eond time, must hilariously reappeared, still clutching fast | 


mini takes care to show that Maria’s belief in the abso- 
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lute perfection of her particular regiment is altogether 
genuine and unsophisticated. She laughs with the men 
individually, because they are familiar friends, but for the 
collective body her veneration is intense. The love scene 
with Tonio is one of the prettiest things conceivable. She 
is half-inclined to tease the poor fellow, but in the midst 
of her prudery she throws such a tone of endearment 
into the sly words— 


‘Quando s’ ama una ragazza,’ etc. 


And the coaxing attitude is so completely in accordance 
with the tone, that all further attempt at dissimulation 
is useless, and off she rushes into the impassioned ardor 
of the cabaletta. It is a sad matter to have all this hap- 
piness broken up by the discovery of an aristocratic rela- 
tive, who will not allow one to pursue one’s favorite 
amusements, and with most truthful pathos does Madlle. 
Piccolomini denote the distress of Maria at parting from 
the brave old friends of her youth. Sorrow breathes 
through every note of the beautiful air, Convien partir. 
It is no sentimental grief that she feels, but the down- 
right misery of a child, which, transient though it be, can 
bnly express itself in a hearty fit of crying. Hence 
every one is delighted in the second act, when, flinging 
down the hateful song, and renouncing ali allegiance to 
still more hateful etiquette, she once more becomes the 
happy Maria of the early scenes.” —Times. 


—— 06 — 
LUCIA DI LAMMERMOOR. 


“On her first entrance, Madlle. Piccolomini was enthu- 
siastically applauded. A young artist, who had so often 
charmed every body present, and who had a new and 
arduous task before her, merited that encouragement that 
a British public loves to give, and the audience last night 
did not in any way depart from the national character. 
The duet with Edgardo showed that the lady was growing 
familiar in her position, and while she boldly executed the 
florid passages with which the music abounds, she gave 
the prettiest picture of an unreserved, frankly avowed 
affection that could be conceived. Signor Giuglini sang, 
if possible, better than ever, and his impassioned strains 
admirably supported the strong expressions of devotion 
uttered by the confiding being who rested upon him. 
Such an idyl, so rendered, could not fail. The audience 
sympathized in silence, and when the curtain descended, 
the sympathy was loud. Both the lovers were called be- 
fore the curtain with the most unequivocal signs of satis- 
faction. 

“Tn the second act matters still improved. Madlle. 
Piccolomini in her duet with Signor Belletti (Enrico) dis- 
played unwonted power of voice, and the gush of passion- 
ate grief in the cabaletta came with overwhelming force : 

‘Io son tanto sventurata 
Che la morte è un ben per me.’ | 

“ These are the words of the situation, and she seemed 
to mean them heartily. It was a good honest expression | 
of misery, in which voice, face, and attitude were all in 
agreement with each other. But thestriking point of the 
whole opera was the famous finale, in which the wedding | 
party is disturbed by the unexpected entrance of Edgardo. 
The concerted piece (‘Che ritiene il mio furore’) was ad- 
mirably sung by all the vocalists, and unanimously en- 
cored, and then came the celebrated ‘ Maledizione,’ which 
is always looked forward to with anxiety. Never was 
Signor Giuglini finer than on this occasion. His tones 
hitherto had been ‘ more in sorrow than in anger,’ but now | 
his voice and his attitude spoke of an execration drawn 
from the depths of the soul. The horrified Lucia fell pow- 
splase to the greund crushed by the weight of the incar- 
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nate curse that bent over her in the form of ser indigna.it 
lover. The group was altogether new, ane executed te 
perfection. Signor Giuglini is an emineny impassioned 
vocalist, and some of his histrionic effects are among the 
most important of his achievements. 

“The madness of Lucia in the third act was finely con- 
ceived by Madlle. Piccolomini; the vacant gaze, the smile, 
naturally sweet, but terrible from its fixity, accurately 
telling the tale of aberration. ‘Tu che a Dio,’as sung by 
Signor Giuglini, produced an immense effect, and after the 
curtain fell he was called three, if not four, times, but the 
deceased Lucia was not forgotten. When the audience 
had began to grow impatient, through the tardiness of the 
idol in accepting the proffered homage, Madle. Piccolo- 
mini, who had changed her white costume of poetical in- 
sanity for the prosaic attire of ordinary life, came forward. 
At once all energies were concentrated ‘n the production 
of one great volume of applause—voices shouted, hands 
reverberated, bouquets fell in showers.” — Times. 


“To the great scene, where Edgardo, bursting upon the 
bridal party at tlie moment when she has just been con- 
strained to sign the contract, pours a torrent of impreca- 
tions on her hand, she gave a pathos all her own. The 
mute appeal of her imploring look fixed on his face might 
have softened the heart of a demon, and you wonder how 
it is possible for him, even in the storm and whirlwind of 
his wrath, to withstand it. To her closing scene, too, 
where the thick-coming fancies of madness crowd upon 
the poor girl’s mind, she gave new touches of feeling. 
Her way of warbling the snatches of song, full of the me- 
mories of happier days, was inexpressibly touching; and 
she seemed to expire in an agony of joy. Her whole per- 
formance, in short, was full of the highest genius, com- 
bined with the most exquisite art. She has now sbewn 
what what she is capable of and given good reasou to 
believe that no triumph is too great for her talents. Of 
Giuglini we have said less than of Piccolomini. But we 
may say of him, that he sang as well as Rubini in his best 
days, and acted much better than Rubini was ever able 
to do.’ — Daily News. 


“The Lucia of Madlle. Piccolomini was a great success. 
As actress she has a very wide range of emotion to ex- 
press: maidenly love, fear of the spirit-world, fear of man, 
hope, doubt, despair, and a sort of madness in which all 
moods mingle. We need say only, that she justified the 
highest praise that has been heretofore bestowed upon her 
skill The first expression of her madness is a recitative, 
beginning ‘Il dolce suono,’ which, as Madlle. Piccolomini 
delivered it, was one of the most curious displays of a rare 
power of dramatic expression that we we can remember. 
The mood shifts with every line or every half-line, and 
the dramatic illustration was throughout exquisite. There 
occurs in it Lucia’s fancy that she bears the nuptial hymn, 
and upon the words expressing this Madlle. Piccolomini 
seized, that she might put into them a rapture of tender- 


‘ness which brought the lost life, and the bappiness with 


which it might have overflowed, into a startling contrast 
with the girl’s death and despair. With a like skill, by 
her delivery of the lines, 

‘ Nell’ ira sua terribile, calpesta, oh Dio! l’ anello . 

Mi maledice ! 
she uot only flashes into every heart the reason of het 
madness, but makes it clear that sudden madness was te 
her the inevitable consequence of Edward’s curse. 

‘We need say no more of the acting, but it is no little 
thing to add, that in this character Madlle. Piccolomiri has 
advanced to higher ground in public estimation as a vocal- 
ist. There were some passages, and those not easy ones 
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mt which her mere singing was not.to be surpassed by 
any artist on the stage.” — Examiner. 


“The production of Lucia di Lammermoor at her Ma- 
jesty’s Theatre, on Thursday (last week) was the most 
remarkable occurrence at this house since the first ap- 
pearance of Madlle. Piccolomini last season. Her per- 
formance of Lucia was so superior to any of her previous 
efforts—not excepting the Traviata, popular as this has 
been—that it placed her in a new light, and showed her 
to be possessed of powers which she had not before ex- 
erted. She had, indeed, captivated the town from the 
very first; but even those who were charmed found them- 


‘selves at a loss to define the nature of the charm; for her 
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singing, though often delicious, was far from finished; and 
her acting, though intelligent and truthful, did not show 
any remarkable originality of genius. It began, there- 
fore, to be supposed that when she came to essay a part 
demanding the higher powers of an artist, she would sink 
under the burden. But the reverse has been the case. 
Lucia demands at once the talents of a great tragedian 
and an accomplished singer; and the young prima 
donna showed herself to be both. It was evident that 
she had bent all her faculties to the arduous task; that 
she had conquered the difficulties of the music, and studied 
every feature of the character. The result was a vocal 
execution as expressive as Jenny Lind’s; and an embodi- 
ment of Walter Scott’s exquisite creation as natural, beau- 
tiful, and touching, as has ever been seen upon the stage.” 
—Iliustraied London News. 


DON GIOVANNI. 


“That the Zerlina of Madlle. Piccolomini would be a 
most fascinating performance every body expected, but 
such a perfect stamp of originality as the young vocalist 
has impressed upon the rustic damsel of Seville could 
scarcely have been anticipated. Instead of flinching 
from the rusticity of the character, she is determined to 
make the most of it. When she comes on the stage, 
dancing with her bridegroom, she allows herself no mine- 
ing gait, but jumps about with all the delight proper to a 
holiday, especially when that holiday is occasioned by a 
young woman’s own wedding. The duet ‘La ci darem’ 
is accompanied by an odd wondering stare. Zerlina is 
uighly flattered—nay, she is captivated, but she can not 
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help marvelling that so fine a gentleman should take no- 
tice of her. But her great achievement is the delightful 
‘Batti, batti,’ for the due illustration of which she employs 
every single rule that the grammar of rural coquetry can 
supply. She smiles, she pats, she nudges with her elbow. 
When this routine has been once gone through without 
effect, she pouts, and then she smiles, pats, and nudges 
again. When the sternness of Masetto is at last over- 
come (and how could it possibly endure?) her rush into 
his arms is one of the prettiest, heartiest things imaginable.” 
— Times. 


“ Madlle, Picolomini’s exquisitely graceful and deeply 
intelligent delineation of Zerlina, which, in our opinion, 
has never been equalled on the modern Italian stage, 
would be enough in itself to impart extraordinary interest 
to the representation of this incomparable opera. Her 
‘Batti, batti,’ indeed would alone suffice to establish the 
superiority of Piccolomini’s Zerlina over every other, 
and bring all the admirers of Mozart to contemplate one 
of his loveliest inspirations under an aspect novel as it is 
enchanting. In art, as in all other things, the diamond 
truth shines on every side. Every one may regard it 
from a different point, and it will still be truth; but there 
exists only one best view—that which takes in the most of 
the diamond’s brilliancy—and the really creative execut- 
ant knows how to color its rays with the prism of fancy 
without obscuring them. Madle. Piccolomini’s version of 
‘Batti, batti’ can not be compared with any other we have 
heard—but to our thinking it is perfection; and, indeed, 
the same praise, high as it is, will apply to her entire de- 
lineation of Zerlina.”—Morning Post. 


“The hold of Madlle. Picolomini upon the feelings of her 
audience is as strong now as on the first night of her ap- 
pearance Of this her reception throughout this very dif 
ficult performance, whether recorded as a musical or as a 
histrionic effort, was the most convincing proof. That 
Piccolomini possesses the talisman which enchains all 
hearts and silences carping envy, admits now of no dis- 
sension. In truth, she is one of those rare beings who ap- 
pear at intervals on the lyrical stage, defying classification. 
and baffling criticism. You must take her performance 
as a whole, reckon up all her attractions—her youth, 
beauty, impulsiveness, and, above all, her excellent na 
turalness.—Morning Chronicle. 


dhe NPT AS | ) 
DAL “an LD he 3 Fae 
; ‘ Ss Td 4 TOO 
rsa, pori a th 
è ¥ > Le Ue 


er 


Li 
LA te da 


FA, Vay Oe 
n POME 


ignis oe 
el a 


4 PO TALI alee TRL, 
Ie ate aT & 
Me ih it Se 
REEAit IR 
Ta at Se 
nt) è 


n 7 
a+ 


nr glie re me ep 


Wa LISTA 
rie ora 
ì to 


I 


¥ 


aoe ey 
~— 


Pa 
To 


per 
Sint a a 
tant ete a arida 


> 


4 ae HAG Si 
pato Ds 

| pe 7 5 dh 
Baan’ + STO 


À 


at j 
tdi 
ib. ee 


DRAMATIS 


MARGUERITE DE VALOIS, 
COUNT DE ST. BRIS, 
VALENTINA, Daughter of St. Bris, 
COUNT DE NEVERS, 

DE COSSE, 

TAVANNES, 

DE BRETZ,. 


PERSONE. 


MERU, 
MAUREVERT, 
RAOUL DE NANGIS, 
MARCELLO, 

URBAN, 

FIRST LADY. 


Chorus of Catholic and Huguenot Soldiers and Women—Maids of Honor—Nobles and 
Gentlemen—Students—Night Watch, Populace, Monks, ete. 


THE SCENE IS LAID IN Paris, IN 1572. 


CAR UE NG 


Marguerite de Valois, betrothed to Henri Quatre, anx- 
ious to reconcile the disputes between the Catholics and 
Protestants, sends her page, Urban, to invite Raoul de 
Nangis to her chateau. This gentleman receives the in- 
vitation while visiting the Count de Nevers, who, with his 
brother Catholics, in the first instance, slight Raoul, and 
mock his Puritanical servant, Marcel; but on recognizing 
the royal invitation, treat him with marked distinction, 
Marguerite communicates to Raoul her project to form a 
union between him and Valentina, the daughter of the 
Count de St. Bris. The contending parties swear the 
oath, of reconciliation; but when Valentina enters, Raoul 
recognizes in her the lady whom he has seen in De Nevers’ 
apartment, and indignantly repudiates his presumed dis- 
honor. The first act closes, therefore, with an outbreak 
of indignation from all parties, and MMarguerite’s plan is 
defeated. 

The second act is a picture of customs and manners in 
Paris in 1572. They are the Sunday festivities of the 
population in the Pre-aux-Clercs, mixed with the Catholic 
Litany, and Huguenot songs. A collision is about to 
take place, which is interrupted by the entrance of 
Gipsies. Count de St. Bris having been challenged by 
Raoul, forms a plot for his assassination, the details of 
which are overheard by Valentina, now married to De 
Nevers. She communicates the scheme to Marcel, and 
when the principals and seconds in the duel are sur- 
rounded with ,St. Bris’ followers, a body of Huguenots 
come to the rescue at the call of Marcel. The conflict 
there rages furiously in words, and is about to come to 
arms, when Marguerite enters and stops the insurrection. 


On Raoul finding that he owes his life to Valentina, Mar- 
guerite explains to him that the visit of the former to 
De Nevers, in the first act, was to ask him, as a loyal 
chevalier, to break off her union with him, as proposed 
by her father, since she loves Raoul. The despair of the 
latter at this explanation, and the exultation of St. Bris, 
that it has come too late, with the marriage fastivities of 
Nevers and Valentina, when the former conducts her to 
his palace, form the jinale of the second act. 

In the third act, Raoul, in despair, visits Valentina for 
the last time. At the approach of Nevers, St. Bris, and 
others, she conceals him behind some tapestry; and he 
thus overhears the plan arranged by Catherine de Medicis, 
to slaughter the Huguenots on the eve of St Barthoi- 
omew. The arrangements are made by St. Bris—Nevers 
nobly refusing to join in the con; ration and benediction 
of poignards, declaring that his iamily contained a long 
list of warriors, but not one assassin. After the de- 
parture of the conspirators, an affecting interview takes 
place between Valentina and Raoul, the former striving 
to detain him, for fear he should be included in the 
general massacre. He hesitates between love and honor ; 
but the latter prevails, and he makes his escape by the 
window ; and thus terminates the third act. 

In the fourth act, Raoul, at a ball, apprises the Hugue- 
nots of their peril, and then, before a Protestant church, 
in the midst of the slaughter, meeting Valentina, he hears 
that Nevers has been killed. Marcel enters, wounded, 
and blesses and unites Raoul and Valentina, on the brink 
of eternity; and the lovers, with their faithful adherent, 
Marcel, fall by a discharge of musketry. 
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P the left, a window, supposed to command a view into 
una finestra, che si suppone guardar in un Oratorio. 1 a Chapel. 


| The Count De Nevers, Tavannes, De Cosse, Du 


Il Coxrs pr Nevers, Tavannes, DE Cosse, De. 
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Nev. Della Turrena versate il vino. 
Tav. A tazza piena, versiam da ber. ° 
Tutti. E nell’ ebbrezza facciam tacer 


E la sagezza e il dispiacer. 

Nev. Versate ancor del vino, e senza fren versate ; su 
via Raul, beviam a nostri amori. Ma, nel mirar 
quell’ aria di languore, scommetto che di già 

i amor vi accende il core. 

Rau. Che dite—a me? 

Nev. Gioventù lo richiede. Ma sotto il suo poter do- 
man me stringe Imene: promesso |’ ho, per me 
non v’ è più amor. E da questo momento io 

. non potrei bastare di tante mie beltà il duolo a 
temperare. 

Tav. Ci narra, or sù, racconta, e poi ciascuno con fedele 
ragguaglio ne seguirà l’ esempio. 

Nev. Sì, la prova facciamo, e all’ ospite novello il com- 


minciare. [A Raul. 
Tutti. È ver! 
Rau. Lo faccio volontier: ma senza compromettere 


quella che ferito ha il mio cor. 

Puoi dir almen chi sia. 

Rau, Altro non so. 

Nev. Il nome suo? 

Rau. L’ ignoro. 

Nev. Davver! Signori, udiam, il suo racconto; ci deve 
interessar. 

Riau. Un dì presso al castello dell’ antica Amboise er- 

rava mesto e solo, quand’ ad un tratto apparve 

una ricca lettiga, sul volger del sentiere. Un 

numeroso stuolo di giovani studenti I’ investir, le 

grida lor, l ardir ben mi fer noti i lor vili pen- 

sieri. Io mi slanciai, ciascun fugge lontano, 

allor timido avvanzo, oh qual soave vision, oh 

qual beltade, a miei sguardi appari ! 


Nev. 


PIU BIANCA DEL VELO—FAIRER THAN FAIREST LILY. Soto. 
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Nev. Old care defying with joyous song, 

Tav. ’Neath his bright banner we march along: 

All. Sparkling libations to him we pour— 

Bacchus, bright Bacchus, we thee adore! 

Nev. Come, let us touch glasses, Sir Raoul, and drink 
to those we love. Now, by your looks and your 
soft languishing tone, I know that you are al- 
ready in love. 

Rao. Who—I? 

Nev. But at your age you have a dsl to be so. For 
my own part, 1 marry to-morrow, and I must 
therefore forswear love, in doing which I feel 
that I shall cause desolation in the heart of many 
a fair one. 

Tav. Now, sirs, new zest to our feast to give, suppose 
we all in turn recount the history of our amours. 

Nev. Agreed, with all my heart! ’Tis for the last new- 
comer first to begin. [To Raoul. 

All. Most true! 

Rao. 1 believe Iam he; and I have no objection, sirs, 
so that all pass in honour. 

Nev, Tell us first, then—who is she ? 

Rao. I do not know, 

Nev. Her name? 

Rao. Even of that I am ignorant. 

Nev. Indeed! Gentlemen, silence, pray: the tale bids 
fair to be piquant. 

Rao. Not far from the old towers and time-worn ram- 

parts of Amboise, I chanc’d to lose my way; 
when, at a turn of the road, I saw before me a 
richly-hous’d litter: a band ‘of wild young stu- 
dents were discourteously crowding round it; and 
their shouts and insolent demeanour left me no 
doubt of theiraudacious projects. Irush’d forward 
—at sight of me they fled: I advane’d still nearer 
—ah! what an enchanting vision met my view ! 


Raout. 
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Tutti. È davver quel candore leggiadro, All. I vow, his candour is really most charming— 
Se lo fan due begli occhi tremar. | Bright eyes, how very bewitching they be! 
Rau. Nell’ ascoltarini, un dolce riso Rao. Sweetly she smiled as I stood by her side, 
Tradì gli affanni del suo bel sen; Sighing the love which e’en her tongue to speak 
Legger potei sovra il suo viso denied ; 
Scritto il presagio d’ ogni mio ben. And in her eyes the love-light gleamed, 
Fiamma novella, ma fido amante, And on her brow affection beamed, 
D’ amor costante arde il mio cor. Bidding me hope her love to gain, , 
E dirò ognor, Bidding me echo still the strain, 
i Bell’ angio], dea, etc. Fairer than, &c. 
Tutti, EE davver quel candore leggiadro, All, I vow, his candour is really most charming 
Se lo fan due bei lumi tremar. Bright eyes, how bewitching they be! 
Entra MARCELLO. Enter MARCEL. 
De Cos. [ Attentamente guardando a Marcello.] De Cos. [Looking earnesily at Marcel] But what 
Qual mai strana figura quì veggio comparire ? strange-looking mortal here makes his appearance. 
Rau. E un servo mio fedele, che mi vide fanciullo. Rao. ’Tis a faithful old follower, who from my child- 
Mar. | Avvicinandosi a Raul.) Sir Raul! con essi a hood hath served me. 
mensa! Ah! Signore, disse il ciel, fuggi ? em- | Mar. [Perceiving Raoul.| Sir Raoul! Eh! at table 
pio e il suo festin. with them! Ah! dear master, we are told— 
Mer. { Ridendo.| D Israele è desso un santo. ‘ With the wicked feast thou not nor have thou 
Mar. Sì, nel campo Filisteo. Te o do.’ È ; 
Nev. A Meru, {| Lauyhing.| ’Tis a saint of Israelo~ 
Core. } Che vuol dir? Mar. In the cana of the Philistines. 


Rau. Ah, perdono! religioso e guerriero gli avi miei l | Nev. . 
educar, dalla sua prima età, el’ re a spregiar, | Cho. What said he? 
e il papa, e il suo poter. Marcel, non è così? | Rao. Pardon him! he knows no manners but those of 
Mar. [Con satisfazione.| Pur troppo egli è così! a rough soldier, having been taught to hate the 
Rau. Ma fedele, valente e in cor sensibile, gemma è Pope and his power. 
entil in ruvido metal. Orsù, vieni, ne servi. | Mar. [With earnestness.| Truly, it is so! 
A Marcello.) E non parlar—se pur ti fia pos- | Rao. Still he loves me, and is sterling as an uncut dia- 


sibile. mond. [Zo Marcel] Come, attend us, and be 
Mar. Obbedisco. [Da se.] Da lor come salvarlo ? silent, if you can, | 
Nev. [ Bevendo.] Beviam, beviam a chi ne accende il | Mar. I obey. [Aside.] How shall I guard his soul from 
seno! their wiles ? 
-Rau. [ Bevendo.] Sì, al solo e dolce affetto del mio | Nev. [ Drinking.] Now, sirs, to our mistresses drink we! 
core! Rao. | Drinking.| To her whom alone I adore! 
De Cos. Beviam, beviamo al loro ardente amore. *De Cos. Yes, let us drink a health to their true love. 
Mar, Deh vieni, divo amor, il salva tu dal mal, Mar, Had I great Calvin’s voice, whoe’er might frown, 
E di tua voce il suon mesci al canto infernal! I’d raise it high, their impious songs to drown. 
O, tu che ognor in guardia stai Oh! Thou, who art our only guide, 


Del giusto che t’ adora. ì And guard from ev’ry earthly ill— 
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Nev. Viem, bevi! Nev. Come, drink! 
Rau. No, no! t Rao. No! 
Mar. Umile o altero invano mai Mar. Turn not Thy face from us aside, 
Alcun fedel t’ implora! But in each strait protect us still ! 
Meru, aa Raul.) Ma che dicendo va? Meru. {To Raoul.) What's that? 
Rau. [ Con voce soffocata.) E la santa preghiera che noi | Ruo. [In an impressive voice.) That is the prayer th 
diciamo ognor, ne’ rischi e nel dolor, ‘by Calvin was writ, which we offer when genet 
ar. Per nostro mal, — or danger threatens. 
: Contro di noi Mar. The serpent-tempter’s net 
L’ oste infernal He spreadeth for his prey $ 
Levossi ancor! Our path he doth beset, 
Sommo Signor, Our souls he would betray ¢ 
Ne reggie salva Thy servants, oh, do not forget! 


Dal suo furor. But save us now, we pray ! 
De Cos. [Attentamente guardando a Marcello.) Ma, | De Cos. [ Attentively regarding Marcel.) If my eyes 


più lo vedo, e più ricordami un guerrier, che un serve me, this is a soldier whom we encounter’d 
dì vicino alla Rochelle—? beneath the walls of Rochelle? 

Mur. [Con piacere.) Mi rammentate voi? Mar. (Much pleased.) You know me, then? 

De Cos. Sì, davver, per mia fè, questa ferita. De Cos. Too well; and this scar— . 

Mar. [Con orgoglio. | Essa venia da me. Mar. Was given thee by me. 

Rou. Orsù, Marcel! Rao. Peace, Marcel! 

De Cos. { Lietamente.] E fu di buona guerra, e per | De Cos. {Gaily.] Ah, that was a good fight! Come, 
darten la prova, mesciam, beviamo insieme. commemorate it in a glass! 

Mar. Perdon, non posso ber. | Mar. Thank you: I cannot drink. 

De Cos. {Ridendo.| No, con un infedel! De Cos. [ Laughing.) With a son of sin like me! 

Rau. Grazia gli fate ancor. Rao. Nay, excuse him, I pray you. 

Nev. Ebben, se ber non vuol, che canti. Nev. Well, if he won't drink, he must sing, sirs, 

Rau. Ma, Signor Rao. But, gentlemen 

De Cos. Si, vogliam, che canti! De Cos. Oh, yes, yes; he must sing! 

Mar. Con piacere; —una vecchia mia canzone contro | Mar. Sirs, I will: an old Huguenot song against the 
la fè di Roma, e la stirpe donnesca. Vo la sa- snares of Rome and the dark wiles of woman. 


You, sirs, should know it well—it is our battle- 
song: you heard it at Rochelle, for there ’twas 
sung, “mid the din of drums and trumpets; yi): 


pete ben—la canzone guerresca: quella della Ro- 
chelle, quando al rumore, al suon di tamburi e 


cimballi, accompagnato_dal piff, paff del fuoco a full accompaniment—piff, paff, piff, pati. 
_ de’ fucili, cantava. bullets from our ranks, thus out it rang : 
FINITA E PE FRATI—OLD ROME AND HER REVELRIES. Sow. MARCEL: 
Allegretto. — PI ’ 
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tia-mo, par ster - miniam, uccidiam, dis -trug-giam! Bat - tia - mo, par sterminiam, uc-ci-diam, 
downwith them ! Slay them all, ev’ry soul!! Slaughter them! Down, down with them! Slay themall, ev’ry soul! 
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, Slay all! No, no, no, 
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giam-mail! No, nd, nd, giammai! No, nd, nd, nd, nd, nd, nd, nd, nd, giammai! 
slay all! No, no, no, slay them all! No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, slay all! 
Coro. Ha! ha! bontà senza par! Cho. Ha! ha! ha! what a dear lamb-like soul! 
Mercè dell’ avviso! Have mercy on us, pray! 
Mar. Mia man mai non trema Mar. Woe to all defilers fair! 


A’ pianti di donna: 
Sventura a chi piega 
Innanzi a una gonna. 
Tronchiam con I’ acciar 
L’ incanto infernal. 

Di donna l’ amor 
Fuggiamo, abborriamo : 
Che piangan, che moran, 
Ma grazia giammai! 


Entra un Servo del Conte di Nevers, dal fondo del teatro, 
conducendo una Dama coperta d’ un velo. Ella scom- 
pare nei giardini, ed il servo si accosta al Conte, e gli 
parla sotto voce. 


Nev. Ignota dama a me brama parlare! È cosa strana 
in vero come inseguito io sono. Signori, perdo- 
nate, or m’ è uopo partir, ma voi quivi restate 
del banchetto a gioir che l amor disturbò ;—ma, 
che per quanto par, fra breve tornerà a blandir 
l’ amistà. 

[Nevers esce ed il Servo, accompagnato fino alla 
porta dagli ospiti, che ritornano in scena ri- 
dendo. 

Tav. L’ avventura è stravagante. 

De Retz. De’ più belli è il suo destin. 

[ Alcuni Signori s’ avvincinano alla finestra, e guar- 
dano nell’ oratorio. 

Rau. [Guardando e maravigliato.| O, Cielo! 

Tutti. Che mai fu? 

Rau, [A Marcello.| Ah! lavergin così giovine e bella, che 
e il mio bracciosalvò, ond’ or parlato v’ ho,e quella! 

Tutti. È quella? 

Rau. Ah si, certo ne son. 

{Si vede nel fondo traversar il giardino Nevers, 
con una Donna coperta d’ un velo, cui ris- 
pettosamente saluta, e lascia. 


Entra NEVERS, in scena astratto e quasi senza accor- 
gersi de’ convitati, che gli aprono il passaggio, e 
subito dopo lui entra URBANO. 

Nev. Paggio gentil, che cerchi in questo albergo? 

Urb. Nobil Signori, salute. 


I ne’er heed their shrieking, 
Woe to the Dalilahs fair, 
Who men’s souls are seeking! 
Deliver to fire and sword 
Those children of hell, 
Till of the black demons 
None live to tell! 
All vainly for aid or for mercy they call! 
No pity for them! no, they die—slay all! » 


Enter a Servant of the Count de Nevers, from the back 
of the stage, leading a Lady, veiled. The Lady 
passes into the garden, the Servant comes forward, 
and whispers to the Count. 


Nev. A lady, say’st thou? Truly, the request I am in 
amongst them surpasses belief! Gentlemen, may 
T beg you will excuse me; but do not let me dis- 
turb you: continue, I pray, the feast we had be- 
gun, and which, though partially interrupted by 
love, shall be concluded in friendship. 

[Exweunt De Nerers and Servant, followed to the 
doorway by the Guests, who afterwards re= 
turn, laughing, to the front. 

Tav. This is a singular adventure. 
De Retz. He certainly is in great luck. 

(Several of the party approach the window, and 
peep into the adjuining Chapel. 

Rau. { With astonishment, after looking.| Oh, Heaven! 

All. What is it? 

Rau. [To Marcel.) This lady, this young beauty, is 
the same I once saved, of whom I told you. 

All, Art thou sure? 

Rao. ’Tis she, I’m certain. 

[De Nevers is seen to pass through the garden 
with a Lady veiled, whom he salutes respecte 
Sully, and takes leave. 


Enter NEVERS—pensively advances up the stage, with» 
out taking notice of his Visitors—all the Guests 
make way for him —URBAIN enters after him. 


Nev. My gentle page, what brings you to my chateau? 
Orb. Noble Signors, I salute ye. 
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Non temete inganno 6 frode, Do not fear the least deception, 

Cavalier, nel mio parlar. Noble knights in my discourse ; 

Ora addio; e il Ciel vi regga Now farewell, may heaven kindly 

‘ Nell’ amare e nel pugnar. You protect, in love or war. 4 

Nev. Troppa virtù talora Fev. The sky to-day rains females in a shower 

Per verità importuna; On me, I think; but so’t must be! 

Ma, poichè infin non mi potrei sottrarre For to resist the sex I have no power ;— 

Dai colpi di fortuna, porgi quel foglio a me. Give me the Lire it to me. 
Urb. Siete voi Sir Raulfo di Nangis? Urb. , Are you, then, Sir Raoul de Nangis? 
Nev. Che di’ tu? Nev. What sayest thou? 
Urb. E a lui che questo foglio io reco. Urb. For him it is this note Ive brought. 
Tutti. O Ciel! Al. Ah! great Heaven! 
Mar. [Con orgoglio.) È pel mio sire—eccolo là. Mar. [ Proudly.) For my master! he is there—that is he! 
Rav. E per me? Rao. What! for me? 
Urb. Sì, per voi. [Presentandogli il foglio. | Urb. Yes, for you. [Handing him the letter. 
Rau. {Lo prende e legge. Rao, [Reading | 

‘ Prima che cada il di, Sir Raulfo di Nangis, ‘ Before the close of day, Sir Raoul de Nangis, 

Di corte un Jegno a prendervi verra, A carriage from the court for you will waiting be ; 

Voi sommesso ‘obbedite ; e posto agli. occhi un vel Ascend in strictest silence ; your eyes, closely” veil, 

In silenzio partite—avrete tal coraggio.’ Trust to other guidance—unless your courage fail. ; 
Andiam, a spese mie, qui ridere si vuole, Indeed! at my expense they seek to have | a joke ; 
Potria caro costar ma ciò pur sia, m’ arrendo— But it may cost them dear! 

Or leggete voi stesso. Still, be it so—I do consent. 

[Presenta la lettera a Nevers, che la legge, e poi [Handing the letter to Nevers, who reads it, and 
la da ad un altro, e cost passa per le mani di in turn hands it to another, and so it passes 
tutti. through the hands of all. 

Nev. [Maravigliato.] Giusto Cielo! Nev. [Astonished.| Ah! great Heaven! 
Mer. Qual sorpresa! Mer. Surprising! 
De Cos. Il suo stemma! zie , Her seal! 
2 av. Le sue ciffre . Tav. Her arms! 
Tutti. E, fia vero? la sua mano! All, Can it be true? Her hand! 
Certo ormai è il suo destin. Then now is his fortune made. 
[Tutti si avvicinano a Raul, e gli serrano la mano, [AN approach Raoul and shake him by the hand. 


Nev. Voi sapete ch’ io sono vostr’ amico sincero. Nev. You know that I have ever been your friend, 
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Mer. e } ° nta ‘ 
| T 1 ° 
ie fn. Se scortarvi—servirvi è mestiero 


De Ret. 


ad e } Sì, sapremo, adoprarci davvero. 
av. 
Coro. Voi penserete a noi, nol scorderete poi. 
Rau. Qual cambiamento è questo? 

Che posso, o miei signor ? 
Tutti. Tutto. 
Urb. i I piaceri, |’ onor, l’ opulenza 
Sette Compiran i desir, la speranza. 
Signori ( Dell’ ardir, ed ognor la potenza, 
e Nev. Va per dritto a chi sa la colpir. 
Nev. Ah! per voi, oh qual gloria novella! 


La beltade in tal giorno v’ appella. 
Rau. [Solo.) I piaceri, gli onor, 1’ opulenza ! 
Che vuol dir non intendo davver. 


Mar. Che vuol dir questa gran differenza, 
Per mia fè non intendo davver. 
Coro. I piaceri, gli onor, l’ opulenza, 
Compiran la speranza, i desir. 
Mar, Te Deum laudamus! 


E'Sansone atterrava i Filistei. 

Tuiti. [A Raul.) Ah! per te, o qual gloria novella! 
La beltade in tal giorno t’ appella. 
Portiamo alle stelle chi vince le belle, 

O nostro campione, orsù parti, vola, 
Ti spinge I’ onore, l’ amor ti consola ; 
Addio, parti, va! 


SCENA II.—Zi teatro rappresenta il Castello ed i 
saree Chenonceaux, con una gran scalinata alla 
estra, 


MARGARITA circondata dalle Damigelle, avrà appena 
: finito la sua toletta. 


Marg. O, vago suol della Turrena, 
Erbette e fior, fresche sorgenti, 
Chiaro ruscel che s’ ode appena, 
O, qual piacer di voi sognar! 
O l’ una, oI’ altra fede vermiglio faccia il suolo, 
In lor varia e divota opposizione, 
De’ ministri del cielo sia la morale austera, 
D’ un Dio supremo, santo timor. 


Marg. Fosche chimere! forme severe ! 

Urb. e una | Non v’ appressate al nostro cuor ; 

Dama d’ { Sotto, al mio regno, non avvi impegno ;— 
Onore. Che far onore al dio d’ amor. 

Coro. Triste follie, riserbe vane, 


Ite lontane dal nostro cor. 
Sotto, il tuo impero, non v’ è pensiero 
Che render gloria al dio d’ amor, 
Sotto il mio impero, 
Non v’ è pensiero 
Che di dar vanto 
Al dio d’ amor. 


Marg. 


A QUESTA VOCE SOLA—FOR AT THAT WORD OF POWER. Arr. 


- Allegro Moderato. Ml. 


il 


Mer. e ‘ i 
Ms une I am at your service, whenever required. 


De Ret. 


Nev.e + I shall be happy to serve you. 
Tav. 
Cho You will not forget the promise you made. 
Rao. How! what change is this? 
I do not understand—what can I do! 

All Everything! A 
Urb. Here pleasure, and honour, and wealth, 
Knights High power and rank, will be thine; 

& And all that ambition could crave, 
Nev. In thy fortune and state will combine. 
Nev Ah! what glory for thee now awaits! 


Thou art chosen by beauty this day. 


Rao. [ Alone.| What! pleasure, and honour, and wealth! 
I cannot believe what they say. 


Mar. In their conduct the diff’rence I see, 
Though I do not know what they design. 
Cho. Pleasure, honour, and wealth his will be, 
Oh, how happy such joys to combine. 
Mar. We praise thee, oh Heaven! 


Samson o’ercame the Philistines. 
All. [To Raoul.) Quick, away! for ’tis beauty that calls, 
Where glory and love will be thine; 
For he must be favour’d, for whom 
Both beauty and fortune combine. 
Then here no longer stay ;— 
Adieu, depart, away! 


SCENE II.—The scene represents the Castle and Gar- 
dens of Chenonceaux, with a broad flight of steps on, 
the right hand. 


MARGARET is discovered, surrounded by her Maids, 
who have just finished her toilet. 


Marg. Oh, lovely land of fair Touraine ! 

Thy vine-clad hills, thy sparkling fountains, 
Thy green banks, and thy murm’ring zephyrs, 
All fill my soul with peace and love! 

Yet, for a difference in belief, 

This fair scene may by war be stain’d, 

Oh, that men would observe the moral, 

To love and fear the all-powerful Being ! 


Marg. But hence with sorrow! 
Urb. Care we will banish ; 
& Quick, let it vanish, 
Ladies. Far, far away! 
Cho. Youth is a treasure, 
Which, while enjoying, 
To love and pleasure 
Our court we'll pay! 
Marg. In the land where I reign, 


From the mount to the main, 
All re-echo the strain 
That’s devoted to love! 


MARGARET. 
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Coro. La terra, l’ aura, il cielo, favellano d’ amor. Cho. Allre-echo the strain that’s devoted to love! 


Urb. [Guardando a Margarita e sospirando.] 
Oh! quanto dessa è bella, oime ! 
Marg. Chi giunge? 
Urb. Ve’, la più bella fra le damigelle. 
{ Le Dame sì ritirano. 


Entra VALENTINA. 


Marg. Valentina !—T° innoltra, e non tremare ! 
Urb. Gia tutto è per lei sola, 
Di già la favorita. 
Marg.  Afflitta io la trovai, 
E il dolor sempre sa 
In noi svegliar pietà». 
Urb. Ah! più rider non vo’. [Lsce. 
Marg. [A Valentina.) Mia figlia, andiam, coraggio. 
Dimmi che risultò dal tuo ardito viaggio. 
Val. Il Conte di Nevers mi promise e giurò 
Di rifiutar mia man. 
Marg. Ord’ accordo saremo : 
Fra poco un altro Imene 
Conchiuder sì potrà. 


Val. Che sento, 0 cielo? 
Marg. Toti vedo arrossir ! 
Dunque tu I’ ami inver ? 
Val. Io non lo debbo amar, ma il padre mio— 


Marg. ‘Non temer, io di lui gli parlerò. 
Val. Si—ma Raul? 

Marg. Ebben l’ aspetto qui. 

Val. Ah! mai non osero— 

Marg.  Allor per te son io che lo vedrò. 


Rientrano le Damigelle d° Onore, seguite da Villanelle. 


Una Dam. Andiam, regina, in queste amene sponde 
Del sol contro P ardor rifugio a ritrovar, 
Del vivido ruscel, o fortunate 1’ onde 
Che d’ un lucente vel il dono a voi puo far, 
(Alcune si pongono a sedere sul margine del fiume, 
altre cantano, ed altre ballano. 
Coro di Villanelle. Giovin beltà, sù questa riva, 
Che ne difende dall’ aura estiva 
Possiam del dì sfidar I’ ardor. 
Mirate come son I’ onde chiare ; 
Nel loro seno possiam trovare 
Dolcezza all’ alma, calma e ristor. 


Entra URB ANO, comparisce fra un gruppo di Damigelle 


Marg. Ancora quì! ma, quale audacia, Urbano? 


| Urb. [Looking towards Margaret and sighing.| 


Oh! how beautiful is she! 
Marg. See, who comes hither? 
Urb. More fair than all the maids of honour. 
[The Maids of Honour retire. 


Enter VALENTINA. 


Marg. It is Valentina! Approach and fear not! 
Urb. All sympathise with and would console her 
Who is the favorite of her sovereign. 
Marg. Yes, I have marked her sorrows: 
Grief is indeed all powerful 
To awake the heart to pity. 
Urb. Ah! I shall laugh no longer. [Erit. 
Marg.{To Valentina.) Approach, my child, take courage, 
And tell me now of thy most bold ‘adventure, 
Val. The Count de Nevers has, on his honour, 
Promised to refuse my hand. 
Marg. All will then be easy: 
Leave everything to me, 
I will soon arra nge another match for thee. 
Val. Oh Heaven! what do I hear? 
Marg. What, thou blushest! 
Oh! I see thou lovest him. 
Val. Nay, I must not venture—but my father— 
Marg. Have no fear, I will confer with him. 
Val. Yes—but Raoul? 
Marg. Know he is hither coming. 
Val. : Ah! never shall I dare — 
{ Marg. Never! Then I must see him for you. 


Re-enter the Maids of Honour, followed by Village Girls. 


1st La. Come, rest beneath the verdant trees’ broad shade, 
: And seek a shelter from the burning sun, 
Where brooks meander through the grassy glade, 
And crystal streams in cooling currents run. 
[Some go towards the river, and seat themselves 
upon the bank, others sing, and others dance. 
Cho. of Village Giris. Youth and beauty here may rest, 
Or sport beneath the shady vest 
Of gently waving trees. 
Shelter’d from the burning sun, 
Waves of purest crystal run, 
And woo the fresh’ning breeze. 


Enter UrBAIN, from amidst a group of Damsela, 
Marg. You here again! what assurance, Urbain ! 
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Urb. Ma non son io! è un cavalier. Urb. Icame but to announce the approach of a cavalier. 
[Valentina e le Damigelle dan segni di agitazione. [Valentina and the Ladies show signs of ayitation. 

Val. Un cavalier! Val. A cavalier! 

Tutti. Un cavalier! All. A cavalier! 


Urb. Lasciate ogni timor, l’ avventura astoltate. Urb. Calm your fears, and list to to this adventure. 
NO, NO, NO!—NO, NO, NO! Arr. UrBarn. 


Allegretto Grazioso. mf 
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Il gioco è bello davvero ? 
Ma sott’ occhio sol ridiamo 
Qualche arcan quì ascoso sta: 
Non dobbiam scoprir mistero 
Che celar si studia amor. 
L’ amor stesso, re potente, 
Fra le piante qui sovente 
Corte tien. 
Coro. Ah! il gioco è bello davvero? 
Ma sott’ occhio sol ridiamo, 
Un arcan quì si celd.4 
In tal dì, che mai pensar? 
Uno scherzo egli è d’amor. 
Ah, davver un gioco egli è 
Dell’ astuto dio d’ amor. 
Che l’ amore spesso qui 
La sua corte tiene—ah! sì. 
Urb. { Ridendo.] Nulla vede il cavaliere. 
Coro. | Ripetendo.| Nulla vede il cavaliere. 
Urb. A tenton cerca il sentiere. 
Ragazzi a stuolo seguendo il van, 
Gioco ne fan. 
Coro. Ragazzi a stuol seguendo il van, 
Gioco ne fan. 
Urb. Ma le suore lor 


Gli gettan de’ fior. 
Coro. { Ridendo.] Ah, ah! 
Urb. No, no! giammai scommetto, ete. 


E un gran corteggio ridente e bello! 
Coro. Qual corteggio, quanto è bello! 
Urb. Agli occhi un vel; dal lieto piè 

i Di giovin figlie seguito egli è. 

Coro. Lo scherzo è bel, —oh, qual piacer! 
Urb. E già vicino è del castel. 

O, qual mai festa vi si farà ? 
Coro. Ei vien costì. 
Urb. O, qual mai festa! 

E vien—costi— 

Egli è già quì! . [Indicando verso la scala. 


Entra RAUL, con gli occhi bendati—è condotto in scena 
dalla parte della scalinata.— Alcune Damigelle lo guar 
| dando attentamente, e chi sì ritira, e chi lo circonda. 


Marg. È Raul de Nangis, il misterioso eroe. 
Tanta lealtà, o Signor, merta il suo premio. 
Della vostra promessa io vi disciolgo ;—- 
Levar potete il velo. 
Rau. O Ciel! dove son io? 
Illusione non è? non è prestigio agli occhi miei ? 
DueTTO. 
Rau, Beltà divina, incantatrice, 
Che egual mai vidi in uman vel, 
Parla ten prego, mortale o dea, 
In terra sono, oppur nel ciel? 
Ah! mi rispondi un detto sol. 
Marg. [Da se.) Della sua dolce ardente brama, 
Appen comprendo tutto il fervor. 
Quant’ è leggiadro! Regina, o dama 
Far non potria scelta miglior. 
Rau. D’unumil cavalier, aggradite i servigi, 


not the vi-esion.... for - = get, 


Oh, what a joke! 
But let us stem our laughter. 
There must be some secret, 
That I cannot discover, 
‘hich love would fain conceal. 
Ah, Love! 
That powerful king doth here disport, 
And ’midst these groves will hold his court. 
Cho. Oh, what a joke! 
But let us stem our laughter. 
Some secret here must be concealed, 
That may this day, perhaps, be revealed. 
Sly Cupid is playing his part, 
And in jest will exert all his art. 
The merry god doth here disport, 
And ’midst these groves and bow’rs 
Delights to hold his court. 
Urb. | Laughing.) Nothing can this knight behold. ° 
Cho. [Repeating.| Nothing can this knight behold! 
Urb. But groping tries his way to find.’ 
Groups of boys, with shouting noise, 
Follow, in sport. 
Cho. Troops of boys, with shouting noise, 
Follow, in sport! 
Urb. But their sisters, in showers, . 
Throw on him sweet flowers. 
Cho. (Laughing.) Ha, ha! 
Urb. You have not heard, &c. 
An astonishing pageant, quite charming"to see. 
Cho. An astonishing pageant, quite charming to see. 
Urb. His eyes a veil conceals from view, 
Yet the young maids his form pursue. 
Cho. Oh, what a joke,—this is a treat! 
Urb. Nigh to the castle he comes, we may see. 
Oh, what a treat now for us there will bet 
Cho. Yes, he approaches. 
Urb. Oh, what a treat! 
He comes—he is near— 
Behold! heis here! | Pointing towards the steps. 


Enter RaouUL, with his eyes bandaged—he is led from 
the steps to the front.—Some of the Ladies look at 
him attentively and retreat, while others surroundhim 


Marg. It is Sir Raoul de Nangis, our mysterious hero. - 
Such loyalty deserves to be rewarded. 
I absolve you from your oath ;— 
You may remove the veil. 

Rao. Oh Heaven! where am I? 
Do I see rightly? Is itan illusion, ora dream? 


DuET. 
Rao. Beauty bright! divine enchantress! 
Who to my raptur’d sight art givn,—- 
Art thou mortal, or art thou goddess? 
Am I on earth, or am I in Heav’n? 
Speak! oh speak, thou lovely being! 
Marg. [ Aside.| Ah! now indeed I well can all divine 
She, too, hath the voice of love obey’d! 
He’s really charming: nor queen nor princess 
Could e’er better choice have made. 


Roo. A humble cavalier begs his services to offer. 


ae 
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Marg, Dell’ ubbidienza sua ~ 
M’ è duopo ancora un pegno. 
Rau. ® Lo giuro a vostri piè, 
Ogni vostro desir, obbedirò. | 
Marg. [Da se.] Ah, d’ una tal conquista, 
Se ne bramassi il vanto!, 
Sì, nulla è facil tanto 5 
Ma no, or sol sì dé! 
Poichè la sua bella , 
© Gi fida al mio zelo, 
Piacergli per ella, 
E non già per me. 
A voi la vita e il core, 
A voi la spada io sacro, 
Per cielo e per l’ amore 
La morte affronterò. 
O, come, a quel suo ardore 
Mi batte il core in seno! . 
Sperate, e lieti appieno ;; 
To rendervi saprò. 
Ah! poichè questa bella 
Riposa sul mio zel, 
Punire saprò quella 
Che mi mancò da fe. 


Entrano i Signori di Corte.—Cattolict si mettono da 
una parte, î Protestanti dall’ altra.-—La Regina 
presenta RauL a San BrIs e NEVERS, che gli fanno 
lieta accoglienza.—Un Gentiluomo della Corte pre- 
senta un foglio a Margarita, 


FINALE E GIURAMENTE, 


Marg.{A San Bris e Nevers, dopo aver letto în foglio. | 
ì Carlo, mio buon tratello, 
Che il vostro zel conosce, ambo a Parigi 
Questa sera vi vuol per un disegno 
Ch’ io non conosco, 
Ne ” B ert Sommessi entrambi al suo desir noi siamo. 
Marg. Sì, ma siate prima al mio. 
Grazie all’ Imen che qui stringer desio, 
Ogni rancor obliando, è mestiero a ciascuno, 
Come a piè dell’ altare, d’ un inviolabil pace 
Il giuro pronunciare; e voi pure, o Signori, 
Un voto sol congiunga. 
[Raul, Nevers, San Bris, e è Signori si radunano 
presso Margarita e fanno il giuramento :— 
Per la fè, per l’ onore, che i nostri avi esaltarò, 
Noi giuriam per I’ acciaro che a no il ciel confidò, 
Per quel Dio, che punisce chi mentitor si fà, 
Innanzi a voi giuriamo un eterna amistà, 
Per la fè, per l’onore, etc. 
Giammai non sia tra noi 
Nè amistà, nè pietà! 
Noi giuriam, noi giuriamo, 
Per la fe, per l’ onore, etc. 
Un eterna amistà, 
Providenza, dolce madre, 
Nev. Fa che scenda sulla terra 
e La concordia che ci serra 
San Bris.J In fraterna pace ognor! 
Mar. Providenza, dolce madre, 
Sul mio sire fa che scenda 
L’ alma luce che lo renda 
Co’ tuoi figli in pace ognor ? 
Marg. Voglia il Cielo ascoltar, 
E benedir i giuramenti vostri ! 


Mar. 


Cho. 


Rau, 


Marg. But first of his obedience 
Tis meet he give some token. 
Rao. _—— At thy feet now hear me swear, 
In all things I'll be true to thee! 

Marg. [Aside.) Ah! if I were coquettish,— 

Heav’n! here’s a situation! 

I declare I feel a palpitation ;—- 
But no, it would not do! 

On my faith relying, 

She for him is dying; 

And though ’tis rather trying, 
To her I will be true! 

To you my heart I proffer, 
My honour, and my sword. 

And even death would suffer 
For heav’n and my adored. 

How strongly beats my heart, 
How much I like his zeaì 

Believe me, sir, I only wish 
Your hapr*7,33 to seal. 

Ah! sint vaio \.dy doth confic 
Ar “laceher (rth in me, 

I shall irget the deanty — 
Who ‘pithless prov’d to be 


Enter the Nobles “8 the Cowit.—The Cath Ti: 09,8 
themselves on one “ide, the Protestants on. Ye them 
The Queen presen, RaouLt Sr. Bais and, “i era, 
who receive him ur, \s great caurtesyomA Genoma 
of the Court presen, \yroyal ksputch & Mar yr 


FrnaL YAND OAH. 


Marg. {To St. Bris und 1, Yiers, efta reading dispar 
Charles, my good them 
Well knowing your \reat zeu:, 
Wills that you both  ) Paris ff ‘hy . go, 
On private matters no “ip mr vealed. 
Nev. e 


St. Bris.} His will is our law,—we obey. 


Marg. Yes, but first attend to mine. 
First swear that, by the marriage vow 
Which each this day shall plight, 
No more shall enmity prevail,— 
No more each others’ lives assail, 
In party feud or fight. 
[Raoul, Nevers, St. Bris, and the Nobles, gather 
round the Queen, and take the oath:— 
We swear by our forefathers bold, 
The Queen, and all her powers, 
That kindly acts and generous thoughts 
Shall evermore be ours. 
Mar. By my faith and hope I swear, &e. 
That kindly acts and generons thoughts, 
For them, can ne’er be ours. 


Rao. 


Marg. 


Rao, 


Cho. By faith and honour we now swear, &e. 
That for each other friendly acts 
Shall hence alone be ours. 
Rao. Great Providence! ob, gentle mothe 
Nev. Consecrate this holy rite, 


& Once again our hearts nn'fe, 
St. Bris. } Make each respect his brother! 
Mar, Great Providence! oh, gentle mother! 

To him I serve dispense the pow’r, 
In this solemn trying hour, 
To guard the faith of each true brother! 
Marg. May Heav’n above your hearts direct, 
That so you may your oaths respect ! 
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Urb.e ~ | I giuramenti vostri 
Damigelle. { Degni il Ciel benedir |} 
tau. e Sì, innanzi a voi giuriamo 


Nev. Al Cielo d’ obbedir. 
Mar. Guerra e morte, giammai 
Amistà ne pietà. 
Tutti. Innanzi a voi giuriam 
Pel Cielo di morir ! [Esce San Bris. 
Marg. Or deggio presentar a vostri sguardi 


La bella fidanzata. fo i 
La promessa a tenere da voi lieve sarà. 


Ricomparisce San Bris, conducendo VALENTINA 
verso Raul. 


Rau. [Con voce quasi soffocata.} 

Giusto Ciel! che mai veggio? 
Marg. Onde il terrore? 
Rau. .E lei, è lei che in un tal di m’ offrite? 


Marg. Con l’ Imeneo, e l’ amor. 
Rau. Tradimento, o perfidia! 
| Io sposo suo ?—giammiai, giammai? 
Tutti. O, Cielo! 
Marg. 
Urb. O, delir! qual oltraggio crudele! 
Vale f A spezzar chi lo sforza un tal nodo. 
Dame, 
Rau. Mitradir, o perfidio crudele? 
Io per sempre rifiuto un tal nodo. 
Nev. e O, rossor, qual affronto crudele! 
San Bris.f Di vendetta or la voce sol odo. 
Mar. All’ onor per mostrarsi fedele, 
Si doveva spezzar questo nodo. 
Coro. O, delir, qual oltraggio erudele, 
Chi lo sforza a spezzar un tal nodo! 
Val. E come io mai potei 
Mertar cotanto oltraggio? | 
Vinta dal duol perdei 
La speme ed il coraggio. 
Rau. Esoffrir io dovrei 
Tant’ ont e tanto oltraggio t 
Nev. e Tremar, languir io sento 
San Bris.J Il core a tanto oltraggio £ 
Marg. 
Urb. O deliro, o demenza! 
Val. e f Ite lontan da qui. 
Dame. 
Rau. Non più Imen, tradimento, perfidia! 
Ma I oltraggio saprò col valore 
Sì, più tardi saprò col valore 
Lavar I’ onta, far salvo I’ onor. 
Nev. e Mio furor sol col sangue fia calmo! 
San Bris. J Sì, l’ oltraggio saprò vendicar ;— 
Vien partiam, che purir 1’ offensore 
A me tocca e far salvo I’ onor. 
Mar, Ilmio core fa plauso al valore 
Di Raul, che spezzò quest’ Imene. 
Ah! partiam, nel suo giusto furore, 
Saprà bene far salvo |’ onor. 
Val. Nel mio cor più non avvi speranza j 
In un giorno il coraggio mancò 
Ho perduto la pace, I’ amore, 
E per me più non v’ è che dolor. 
Marg. ID’ un amor che ignorava il potere 
Prese impero avvampò nel suo cor. 
Coro. Ab, partiamo! Ei punir I’ offensore 


Sapra bene, e far salvo |’ onor. 
FINE DELL’ ATTO PRIMO, 


| Val. & 


Mar. 
| Cho. 
| Val. 


| Rao. 


| Nev. & 
{ St. Bris. 
| Marg. © 
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The oath they’ve sworn, oh Heaven, bless, 
Ladies. § And ever in their hearts impress ! 
Rao. di ‘Before you all we swear, this day, 
Nev. The will of Heaven to obey. _ 
Mar. War and death, but friendship never,— 
With them strife soon their oath will sever. 
All. We swear, before great Heav’n on high, 
That for our faith we’d freely die! [Exit St. Bris. 
Marg. And now you shall be presented to the lady, 
Your beauteous betrothed. 
To fulfil your promise you will not find difficult. 


Re-enter St. Bris, leading VALENTINA towards 
Raoul. 
Rao. (With a stifled voice.) 
Great Heaven! what do I see? 
Marg. Why this astonishment ? 
Fao. What! is this the bride you would offer to met 
Marg. Yes, to marry and to love. 
Rao. What perfidy! what treachery ! 
I her husband? never, never! 
All. Oh, Heaven! 
Marg. 


Urb. 


Urb. & \ 


What madness dire can him possess, 
To thus her hand reject? 
Ladies. 
Rao. Perfidiously am I betrayed,— 
Her hand with scorn reject ! 
Nev. & } Oh, what disgrace! what outrage deep ! 
St. Bris. I live but for revenge. 
He by refusing thus her hand, 
The insult doth avenge. 
What madness! oh, what insult dire, 
To thus reject her hand! 
Oh, how have I deserved this stain, 
This outrage, at his hands? 
Grief now dispels all hope whilst thus 
My brow with shame he brands. 
Oh, how can I endure this shame? 
This outrage deep efface ? 
My heart with bursting rage is fill’d 
} At this severe disgrace ! 


Urb. Oh, what outrageous madness! 
‘Away, and leave this place! 


| Rao. Tho’ treason and malice my hopes may o’erturn, 


No power shall make me this marriage confirm ; 
_ No more shall I hold myself bound by my vow, 
- And the fury is vain that ye wreak on me now. 
Nev. e ‘Itremblewith ragewhen I think on theshame; 
St. Bris. } But mine be the task to avenge her-fair fame! 
His blood for this outrage in torrents shall flow, 
For honour insulted has called for the blow. 
?Tis the pride of his heart has his courage inspired, 
°Tis a proper disgust that his pia has fired ; 
There is honour and faith in the breaking his vow, 
And your fury is vain that ye wreak on him now. 
Oh, what have I done this great scorn to deserve, 
My poor heart isbreaking, and shaken each nerve; 
I have lost at one blow all my heart held most dear, 
And naught can avail in my misery here. 
Mar, Ah! sheknewnot how great was the power of love, 
In the heart that so freely she gave. 
Cho. Ah, away! this offender to punish, we trust, 
He knows how, and his honour thus save. 
END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


Mar. 


Pal. 
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BERO, 


SCENA I.-Un prato sulle sponde della Senna. —A 
sinistra un osteria, presso la quale molti giovani stu- 
denti Cattolici sono seduti in compagnia delle loro 
belle:—A destra un altra osteria, ove sono varii Sol- 
dati Ugonotti che bevono e giocano a dadi. — Più 
verso il fondo l’ esterno d’ una Capella.—La scena è 
ingombra di gente d’ ogni classe che va e viene. 


Coro DI PASSAGGERI. 


Quest’ è giorno di festa, 
Tregua diamo al Javor, 
E in allegria modesta 
Scordiam ogni dolor. 


Coro DI SOLDATI UGONOTTEI. 


Rataplan, rataplan, rataplan! 
[Zmitando con le mani il battere del tamburo. 

Con la spada di battaglia ; 

Che non teme la mitraglia 

A’ guerrieri della fe 

Dissi andiam, venite a me. 

Sono il vostro capitano, 

© vi guido alla vittoria, 

O del Cielo all’ alma gloria; 

Presto andiam, venite a me. 

A noi bravi Calvinisti, 

Son le figlie de’ papisti ; 

A noi gloria, a noi bottino, 

A noi gioia, a noi buon vino,’ 

Tutto al forte qui appartiene, 

E il buon vin serbato in cella: 

Per gli altari, e per le cene 

Colmera il nostro bicchier. 
Rataplan, rataplan, rataplan! ete. 

Sì, beviam, viva la guerra! 

Sì, beviamo a Coligny. 


AGI 


SCENE I.-A meudow on the banks of the Seine.—- 


On the left an inn, near which several Catholic stu- 
dents and young girls are seated.—On the right ano- 
ther inn, where various Huguenots are seen drinking 
and playing at dice. In the back-ground, the exterior 
of & Chapel:—The back of the stage is crowded with 
persons of every description, passing to and fro. 


CHORUS OF CITIZENS. 


From our labours reposing, 
With dance and with song, 
In mirth and in revelry 
The hours pass along.‘ 


Cuorus oF HUGUENOT SOLDIERS. 


Rataplan, rataplan, rataplan ! 
{Imitating with their hands the beating of the drum. 

Upon the foe like lightning flying, 
The Papist wolves to the death defying, 

He cried, ‘ Who would be free, follow me? 
Your old faithful captain leads you, 
To death or victory he precedes you 

To death or victory, follow me!’ 
Long live our captain—long live he! 
Drink to our father, Coligny ! 
Warriors brave our armies swell, 
Riches great our coffers tell ; 
While daughters of our foemen fell 

Yield to our pow’r. 


bi To us belongs all strength in arms; 


While store of wine our spirit charms, 
And with its potent draughts inspir’d, 
We pass the hour. 
Rataplan, rataplan, rataplan ! 
Yes, war—to war, drink we! 
A health to Coligny! 


In questa momento una Processione di giovane Figlie | At this moment a Procession of young Catholic Mai- 


attoliche, compare a destra, accompagnando il cor- 
teggio dello sposalizio di NEVERS e VALENTINA, che, 
seguiti da lor parenti ed amici, si diriggono verso la 
capella a manca. 
LITANIE, 


Ave Maria, 

O vergin pia, 
Prega il Signor 
Pel peccator ! 
Sempre sei stella 
Nella procella, 
E dall’ error, 
Ne salvi ognor ! 
Salve, o Maria, 
O Vergin pia! 


Entra MaRrcELLO in scena col capello in testa. 


Mar.  1lSignor di San Bris? 

Che. Tu parlargli non puoi. 

Mar. Perchè? 

Coro. La fronte inclina! 

Mar. Per qual ragion ciò fare? 
Quivi non avvi altar. 

Coro. Ah, I’ empio! 


dens enters on the right, accompanying the bridal 
cortége of NEVERS and VALENTINA, who, followed 
by their relations and friends, advance towards the 
chapel on the left. 


LITANY. 


Ave Maria, 

Oh, holy Virgin, 
Look down upon us! 
Raise thy voice for us, 

And pardon ask! 
Thou canst protect us, +, 
Thou canst direct us, 

This be thy task! 

Ave Maria, 

Oh, holy Virgin! 


Enter MARCEL, without removing his hat, 


Mar. His lordship of St. Bris? 
Cho. You cannot speak to him, 
Mar. Why not? 
Cho. Bend, sir, your knee! 
Mar. Why should I do so? 

I see no altars here. 
Cho. Heretic ! 
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Bois. Egli ha ragion. 
Coro. Rataplan, etc. 


Coro di Cattolici. L’ alme lor son giò, perduino) 
O i profani ch’ esser dearjo 
Arsi in terra, e che salute 
Non avraro estinti ance» 


Entrano SAR È 


{Dunze. 


, Nevers, MAuAE VaR, aendo 
dalla Capella, 


tor [4 Sen Bris.) Per adempir 9 n volenne voto, 
Fin a stasera a piè del sacro altar 
Rimanersi domanda Valentina in preghiera} 
Gtbedirele veglio, e, degli amici insieme, 
A, rinrender verrò la sposa mia, 
e quindi accompagnarla al mio castello. 
[ Esce, 
gan Bris. Così s’ estinguerà con questo illustre 
Nodo I’ oltraggio che Raul ‘ne fece 
Col suo rifiuto; ma scordare nol posso; ~ 
S’ ei s’ offre a’ colpi miei--— | 
[Entrando con una lettera in mano, e con aria 
d’ importanza.| Al Signor di Sant Bris, 
Il mio Signore questa lettera invia, ed io che— 
San Bris. [ Interrompendolo.] Porgi! 
E di Raul alfine ei tornera. 
[ Prende la lettera e legge. 
Mar. Con la Regina, tutti tre pocanzi 
Lasciammo la Turrena, e giungemmo a Parigi. 
San Bris. E grazie al Ciel ne rendo! 
Sfidare ei m’ osa, e mandami il cartello! 
Mar. O, Cielo! qual sorpresa! 
San Bris. Quest’ oggi istesso al Prè au Clercs, di notte 
Quando 1’ ombre faran sgombre le vie, bd 
Ei promette di venir. 
Mau. Un Dio vendicatore 
o spinge al suo destin ! 
San Bris. | A Marcello.| L’ aspetteremo. 
i Maurevert.| La sfida a De Nevers 
; i tenga ascosa in un giorno d’ Imen correr non de’ 
In certame fatal periglio alcuno. 
Mau. E voi neppur, per castigare un empio 
Altri mezzi vi son che approva il Cielo. | 
San Bris. E quai son dessi? 
Mau. Meco venite, e chiara 
L’ opra saprete ch’ oggi il Ciel prepara. 
{Rientrano nella Capello. 


M ar. 


Comincia a fare oscuro.—S° ode la campana del Copri- 
Fuoco. —Vari borghesi traversano la'scena.—Un Ar- 
ciero seguito della veglia notturna fa la quardia. 


I° Arc. Rientrate, abitanti di Parigi, 
E nell’ albergo suo ognun sen vada. 
Partir è nopo da questo loco, 
Che questa è l’ ora del coprifuoco. 
Coro. Rientrate, ete. 


[La folla si disperde.— Soldati entrano in un oste- 
~ ria, è borghesi, le donne, e gli Studenti nell’ 
altra. 


tntrano SAN Bris e MauREvERT, dalla Capella, 


San Bris. [Con mistero a Maurevert.| 
Or d’ accordo noi siam, ben intendesti ? 
In men d’ un ora 

Tu poi contar su nostri amici ancora. 


Mau. 


| Escono. 


> 
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Bois. & He is right. 
Cho. Rataplan, &c, 
Cho. of Catholics. Their souls are wholly lost, 
Profane and impious men, 
Who ought on earth to suffer once, 


And after death again. {A Dance. 


Enter St. Bris, Nevers, and MAUREVERT, from the 
Chapel. 


Nev, [To St. Bris.| To fulfil a cherish’d vow, 
At the altar’s foot, in solemn prayer, 
Valentina desires to linger silent there ; 
’Tis well; and, follow’d by my numerous friends, 
I will return to seek the joys most dear, 
And bid her welcome home with heart sincere. 
| Exit. 
St. Bris. And thus by this alliance great and politic, 
Sir Raoul’s insolent refusal may I punish; , 
But not so soon shall I forget it; 
And should he cross my path—— 
Mar. [ Entering with a letter in his hand, and with an 
air of importance.| For the Count de St. Bris 
My master sends this letter, and bids me say — 
St. Bris. | Interrupting him.) Give it to me! 
Sir Raoul has returned, then, at last, 
[ Zakes and reads letter. 
Mar, With the Queen we three have lately quitted 
Fair Touraine, and hither come to Paris. 
St. Bris. And now I thank thee, Heaven! 
He dares defy me, and hither sends a challenge! 
Mar. Oh, Heaven! what hear 1? 
St. Bris. At evening this day, near to the Pré-aux-Clercs, 
When shades of night in peace shall wrap the spot, 
He will come. 
Mau, Here, then, he’ll shortly be; 
With Heaven’s aid the wretch shall not escape! 
St. Bris. [To Marcel.) We shall await him. 
{Zo Maurevert.| Conceal this from De Nevers; 
I would not on his bridal day 
He should be mixed up in this fray. 
Mau. Neither.should you, for to punish such a crime 
Heaven some chastisement will sure divine, 
St. Bris. What say’st thou? 
Mau, Heaven wills it; come, and thou shalt know 
What means are in thy reach to end thy woe. 


{ Laeunt, into the Chapel. 


Night comes on.—The Curfew-bell is heard.— Various 
Citizens traverse the stage.— An Officer, followed by 
the Night-Watch, comes on guard. 


Offi. ’ Retire, citizens of Paris, 
Shut yourselves within your houses, 
Let all noise cease, depart in peace: 
The curfew hour has come. 

Cho. Retire, &e, 


[Zhe crowd disperses.—Soldiers enter one inn, 
the Citizens, the Women, and the Students, 
the other. 


Enter Sr. Bris and M AUREVERT, from the Chapel. 


St. Bris. [Mysteriously to Maurevert. | 
It is agreed, then—you well understand me? 
Mau, In one hour from this time 
Your friends will all be here asse: bled. 
| Lreunt. 


GLI UGONOTTI—THE HUGUENOTS. 


VALENTINA comparisce alla porta della Capella. 


Val. 


Mar. 


Mar. 


Val. 


Mar. 
Val. 


Mar. - 


Val. 
Mar. 


Val. 
Mar. 
Val. 
Mar. 
Val. 
Mar. 


Val. 
Mar. 


Val. 


Mar. 


‘O terror! mi spaventa l’ eco de’ miei più. 


Perd to ho la ragione! 

E vaneggia il mio cor! 

A ognun nascosta dietro a quell’ altare, 
Sentii tremando, aimè ! 

Quella trama crudele! 

Sottrar lo deo dalle nemiche squadre. 
Non per lui solo, oh Ciel! la 
Ma per I’ onor d’ un padre. 

Come mai prevenir potrò Raul? 


"Entra MARCELLO. * 


L’ aspetterò, ancl’ io combatterò $ 
E s’ egli muore, io pure morirò. 


DuetTo. * 


Nella notte io sol quì veglio—* 
Ah! mi par che alcun quì viene? 
Ma prudenza mi trattiene— 

Da lontano osserverò. 

Ciel, pietà del mio dolore! 

Quest’ è il loco, e incalzan lore, 
Come mai, con qual destrezza 
Dal periglio il salverò ? È 


Chi va là? 

O, lieta sorte! 

Di Marcel la voce essa è. 

A quest’ ora, in questo loco, 
Chi mi chiama, chi va la? . 
Di quà vieni ! 

Chi va là? 

La parola, o sei tu morto! 
Raul. 
Ah, questo basta! 
Tremi tu? 

Che? io timor! No, son Marcel. 

Son la spada d’ Israel, 

E ?1 terror dell’ infedel. 

Or m’ odi ben, Raul, 

Or dovrà quì recarsi. 

E ver. 

Per un duello. 

È ver: contro un profano,— 

A vendicar verrà 

L’ onor e i dritti suoi. 

Ch’ ei non venga qui solo, 

Ma forte scorta il segua. [Esce Marcello, 
Ab! l’ ingrato d’ offesa mortale 

Ha ferito un cor puro e fedele ! 

Ed ancor quell’ immagin crudele 

Cerco invan cancellar dal mio cor. 

Voglio dunque sulvar la sua vita 

Come un giorno ei salvava il mio onor j;— 

Se poi deggio scordarlo, morro. 


[ Avvanzando. 
Una donna e velata ! 


Rientra MARCELLO. 


Io volea prevenirlo e salvarlo, 

Ma scordai che di casa egli uscì; 
Egli quì m’ ordinò d’ aspettarlo. 

Ove adesso trovarlo potrò 

Come adesso poterlo avvisar? 

Giusto Ciel! se di quà m’ allontan 
Può quell’ orda assalirlo ad un tratto, 
Cercherà di difendersi invano 
Domandando Marcello ei morra. 
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. Enter VALENTINA, from the Porch of the Chapel. 


Val. 


Mar. 


Mar. 


Val. 


Mar. 
Val. 


Mar. 


VoL 


Mar. 
Val. 
Mar, 
Val. 
Mar. 
Val. 
Mar. 


Val. 
Mar, 


Val. 


Mar. 


Oh, Heaven! at my own footfall I tremble! 
My brain is sore distraught! 

Have 1 heard them aright? 

Behind yon sainted shrine, conceal’d from view, 
Each word fell on mine ear: 

A horrid plot to take away his life! 

I seek to save him from their treachery, 

Not for his sake alone, oh Heav’n! 

But to preserve a father’s honour. . 

How can I of his peril warn Raoul? 


Enter MARCEL. 


V’ll wait for him here—I, too, will fight; 
If he fall, I will die with him! 


Duet. 


Here by night alone I wander— 
Ah! what sound ?—footsteps come yonder! 
Prudence doth counsel to conceal me. 
Yes, Ill watch, and still be near. 
Ol, great Heaven! pity my anguish! 
‘The dread moment fast approaches! 
How, ah! how shall I inform him 
Of all I know, and all I fear? 
Who goes there? 
Oh, how fortunate! 
It is the voice of good Marcel. =, 
At this hour, in this place, 
Who calls on me?—who goes there? 
Pray, come here! 
Who goes there? 
Give the word, quickly, or you die! 
Raoul. { Advancing. 
Ah, all is well! What! a woman, veil’d! 
Art thou afraid? 
Who? I afraid! No, I am Marcel! 
The old sword of Israel, 
As the vile infidels know well. 
Now hearken, pray : 
Rauol hath here an assignation ? 
Tis true. 
For a duel. 
True: with a man of sin,— 
Which, by the aid of his good sword, 
Fear not, he’ll bravely win. 
Let him not venture here, 
Unless his friends are near. 
Victim of unrequited love, 
My heart for ever dead! 
Yet, spite of all, this bosom throbs 
For him I ne’er must wed. 
I’ll o’er his life and honour watch, 
As he did over mine; 
And oh, to save him, life resigne 


[Exit Marcel. 


Re-enter MARCEL. 


How, oh, how can I warn him? 

He has left his abode, 

And at this spot we are to meet, 

This fated place I must not leave, 

For where to find him I know not,=e 

No guide have I to direct my steps. 
The assassins upon him may fall,— 

Then his servant to him should be near. 
Upon me he shall ne’er vainly call » 
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Ah, restiam ! ma qui sol che potrò? No, no, I will wait for him here, 
Qual fedel servitore morire Oh, Heaven! at least this concede, 
Sul suo corpo, tu, o Ciel, mi concedi; That I freely his peril may share ; 
Tu }’ angoscia del core che vedi, To the anguish of one faithful heart, 
A miei voti pietà non negar. Oh, listen, and grant his sad pray’ 
Val. Intesi siamo ;— addio! Val. Thou know’st enough ;—farewell ! g 
Mar. No, chisei tu, pria dimmi, Mar. No, say first, who art thou? ti 
Val. “Iosn—=_, Val. Tam— 
Mar. Ebben! Mar. Proceed! 
Val. To son0—=" Val. Tam—= 
Una donna, o Marcello, che 1° adora, A woman, Marcel, who loves him, — 
E che morrà ma per salvar suoi dì. Who for him would give my life away. 
Mar. E fia vero? Mar. Can this be true? 
Val. Tu comprender non puoi ne sapere, Val. Ah! my bosom is tortur’d with anguish, 
Qual m’ affanna indicibil tormento To which no tongue expression can give? 
Se la fede, l’ amore, il dovere In torments unceasing I languish, 
A vicenda mi straziano il cuor. In the conflict ’twixt duty and love? 
Per salvare una vita si cara, To preserve one whose life I must cherish, 
Padre, onore, tradisco ed oblio! I betray both a parent and honour! 
Ma il perdono che spero da Dio Ev’ry hope upon earth now doth perish,— 
* Mi sostiene, m’ infonde vigor. All I ask for is pardon above! 
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Dir intesi che la donna 
Ha lo sguardo e il cor fallace, 
Ma costei non è mendace 
Quì venir sembra dal Ciel. 
[Esce Valentina, e prende rifugio nella Capella. 
Grave danno il minaccia, 
Ed io ignoro qual sia. 
Eh! voi mie vecchie gambe all’ erta state, * 
Per sottrarre il meschin dal suo periglio, 
Cielo! è lui, e San Bris! 


I have ever been led to believe, 
That all women were born to deceive ; 
But on her face sweet truth is impress’d, 
And with Heaven’s own goodness seems bless’d. 

[Lait Valentina, taking refuge in the Chapel. 
Some great danger hovers o’er him, 

Though what it is I cannot tell. 

Thou must be watchful now, old soldier, 

To save his life thou lov’st so well. 
Ah! he comes, and with him St. Bris! 


Enter St. Bris, RAOUL, and four Seconds. 


St. Bris. [To Raoul.) Ah! both are here met 
At the appointed hour. ’Tis well. 
Rao. Doubted you that I should keep my word? 
Mar. | Aside.| How can I frustrate their treachery, 
And impart to him their designs? 
Rao. [To Marcel.) Thou here, my good Marcel? 


Entrano Sax Bris, RAUL, e quattro Testimonii. 


San Bris. [A Raul.] Ah! nel medesmo tempo 
Ambo esser quì. Va ben. 

Rau. Che dubitaste forse dell’ esatezza mia? 

Mar. [Da se.| Or come mai del tradimento infame 
Sventar le trame? 

Rau. [A Marcello,) Sei tu, mio buon Marcello?, 
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Mar. 


Mar. Sì, dal Ciel scese un angelo, 

Che annunziò la tempesta. 

Signor, qui ascoso un tradimento v’ è. 

Rau. 7 Deliri tu, Marcel? 
I patti del certame, or a fissar io lascio a voi. 
Signori, m’ affido al vostro onor. 


[Indirizzandosi a’ quattro Testimonii. 


SETTIMINO. 
Tutti. [Meno Marcello. | 
De dritti miei ho l’ alma accesa— 
Per vendicarmi dall’ offesa 
Il ferro sol giudicar de’. 
Voglio ragione del vile oltraggio, 
Temprato acciaro, e buon coraggio, 
Per tutti jl Cielo, ciascun per sé. 
Mar. [Da se.) Oh. qual dolore il ciel mi dona ! 
Piangi, Marcel, Dio n’ abbandona! 
Povero amico, tradito egli è! 
Pietà Signore, per lui mercè! 
Mer. La tema in lor già si palesa, 

e ì La spada in mano or già lor pesa, 
San Bris. ) Ma dell’ assalto si vegga il fin. 
Tutti gli altri. Sì, noi sprezziamo un tale oltraggio, — 

Felloni or su, presto in difesa, = ‘ 

Già del pugnar desio la fin! 

Andiam, Signori, la spada in man 

A nostri piè cader dovran ; 

In guardia, in guardia, felloni in guardia ! 
Si alfine esangui al suol cadran ! 

[Mentre stanno per azzufursi, Marcello, osser- 
vando infondo vede avvanzar qualcuno, e tosto 
si precipita fra i combattenti. 

Mar. Arrestatevi ola! alcun qui giunge. 

— (Raul, i suoi Testimonii, e Marcello, vengosi cir- 

condati dai Seqguact di Maurevert. 
Un tradimento è questo—il Ciel vi mira! 
[S’ ode nell’ interno dell’‘osteria il canto det Sol- 
dati Ugonotti. 
Coro interno. Rataplan, viva la guerra. etc. 
Mar. [Forte battendo alla porta dell’ osteria.) 
Coligny !—difensor della fede ! 
Tutto il nemico è sorto— 
Reca il Ciel la vittoria alle nostr? armi. 
San Bris. A me, studenti miei, quivi accorrete ; 
Quest’ è un vil tradimento—ormai venite! 


Cattolici escono in folla dall’ osteria a manca ; da quella 
a destra escono gli Ugonotti. Ambo è partiti si 
guardano con aria minacciosa. 


Coro DELLA DISPUTA. 


Tutti. Siam quì, felloni—indietro! 

Cat. Facitor di preghiere, . 
Turba di fantucchiere ! 

Ug. Riponete le spade, 
Pinzocheri guerrier ! 

Cat. Onor di Calvinisti! 

Ug. Bei fregi di Papisti! “ 

Cat. Si abbruci 1’ infedel® ‘ 

Ug. A morte l’ impostor! 


Donne Cat. Cenare alla caserna, 
A miscredenti insiem ! 

Donne Ug. Danzare alla taverna, 
Agli studenti insiem ! 


Cat. Quetatevi, sfrontate ! 
Ug. Tacete, svergognate ! 


| Rao. 


Yes, an angel appeared to me, 
Foretelling the coming danger. 
Treason lurks beneath thy feet. 
Thou’rt surely mad, Marcel! 
These gentlemen the rules of our combat fix, 
I have confidence in their honour. 
[Turning to the Seconds. 


SEPTETTE. 


‘All. [Except Marcel.) 


In a good cause relying, 
In death the foe defying, 
Content to stand or fall. 
While this quarrel just defending, 
On the sword alone depending, 
Each for himself, and Heaven for all. 
Mar. {Aside.| Oh, what a sight for these old eyes! 
~ Weep, oh Marcel! God hears you not! 
For him, my master, heed my cries! 
Look down in mercy from the skies ! 
Mer. With fear their faces now turn pale, 
& i Their swords are trembling in their hands. 
St. Bris. J Let us now the attack begin. 
All the others. Your conduct base we all despise, 
Come on, let each himself defend,— 
Let’s hasten to the combat’s end! 
Proceed ; let each with steel ’cainst steel, 
Fight on until his foeman fall ;— 
Soon our deep vengeance you shall feel! 
Come on, though death may grasp us all! 


[Just as they are on the point of fighting, Marcel 
sees some one approaching, and throws hime 
self between the combatants. 

Mar. Hold, hold! some one approaches. 

{ Raoul, his Seconds, and Marcel, are surrounded 
by the followers of Maurevert. 
Ah, what treachery—Heaven sees you! 
[From the inn on the right is heard the song of 
the Huguenot Soldiers. 
Cho. inside. Rataplan, upon the foe, &e. N 
Mar. {Knocking loudly at the door of the inn.} 
Coligny !—defend your faith! . 
Hasten, the foe is rising— 
May Heav’n crown us with victory ! 

San Bris. Students, come out—haste to our aid; 

Help, help! for we are betray’d! 


The Catholics come out from the inn on the left, the 
Huguenots from that on the right. They look at 
each other in threatening attitudes. x 


CHORUS OF DISPUTANTS. 


We are here—begone, varlets! 
You regiment of hypocrites, 
Mutterers of prayers& 

Put up your swords, 

You cowards’ heirs ! 

You honour to Calvin 


All 
Cat. 


Hug. Youjewels of Rome! 
i Cat. The infidels let us destroy ! è 
Hug. By our hands the impostors shall die? 


Cat. Women. Supping in the barracks there 
With unbelievers vile! 

Hug. Women. While you in public-houses 
Have been revelling the while! 

Cat. Away, degraded ones! 

Hug. . Hypocrites, hold your tongues! 
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Cut. Gioielle d’ Ugonotti ! 
Ug. Amiche di bigotti! 

Tutti. Scaldata abbiam la testa; 


Zitto, lontan di qua! 
La morte a chi resiste ; 
Tacete, zitto lam 


In questo momento entrano alcune Guardie reale con 
torce, schiarando la via alla Regina, che entra în 
scena a cavallo. J disputanti sì arrestano. 


Mar. Altola! ognun rispetti la Regina. 
Marg. Come, in Parigi ancora, 


Del fratel mio in presenza, 
Gli eccessi de’ partiti 
. Si denno paventar? Entrar non posso 

In seno a lari miei 

Senza udire, ò trovar, discordie e guerra ? 
San” Bris. E chi dessi accusar? 
Colui che ne tradiva, [ Mostrando Raul. 

E ne sforzava a domandar giustizia. 
Rau. [Mostrando San Bris. | 

La colpa é di lui solo, 

Che contro ogni ragione 

Del pit vile attentato 

Qui colpevol s’ è reso. 


Marg. O ciel! chi creder deggio ? 
Chi d’un sospetto tal mi puo dar prova? 
Mar. La prova io dar vi posso! 


Essi han voluto assassinare il mio padron. 
San Bris. Menzogna ! 
Mar. Del tradimento infame, 
Quivi una donna mi svelò l’ arcano. 
E tal donna è eostei! 
_ *[Zndicando Valentina ch’ esce dalla Capella. 


Entra VALENTINA» 


San Bris. Mia figlia! 
Coro. O Cielo! 
San.Bris. Quale audacia ! è credibil? oh, perfidia! 


Rau. Come esser può? 
Marg. Raul, tutto saprete! 
Val. Signora, per pietà ! 
Rau. © E quel reo tradimento 
Di cui fui testimone 
A! castel di Nevers ? 
Marg. Ella w andava 


Per ispezzar un odiato imene. 
San Bris. E da questo mattin 
D’ un altro ella è la sposa! 
D’ un altro? oh, sommo Ciel! 
[ Odesi lontano suono. 
San Bris. Ma che! ascoltate del trionfante sposo 
Il corteggio s’ avvia. 
Sì, lo sento esultar d’ alta allegria. , 
Tal pompa è degna in ver 
De’ San Bris, de’ Nevers. 


Coro. 


Vedesi approdare una scialuppa, riccamente addobbata 
ed illuminata. Essa è occupata da Musici, Paggi, 
Cavalieri, e Dame, che formano il corteggio delle 
nozze di NEvERS, che sbarca il primo. 

Nev. [A Valentina.] Nobil donzella, 

Deh vieni, ove ’ amore d’ uno sposo ti chiama. 
Soddisfatti i tuoi voti, or rispondi a miei! 
Venite a celebrar si lieto giorno, 

[A Signori, 
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Cat. Chaste dames of Huguenots £ 
Hug. Pure mistresses of bigots! 
All Our brains are on fire, — 


Hence, be silent, away ! 
Death to all who resist, 
Or shall dare disobey ! 


At this moment enter the Royal Guards, bearing 
torches, and preceding the Queen, who enters on 
horseback. Lhe disputants desist. 


Mar. 
Marg. 


Desist ! the Queen approaches! 

What, even here in Paris, 

’Neath the eyes of my brother, 

Still the excess of your party spirit 

Have I to fear? My palace, even, 

I cannot enter in tranquillity ; 

But sounds of strife, instead, greet mine ear. 

St. Bris, And who is to be blamed ? 
With him was the fault; [Pointing to Raoul. 
I’m forced on justice to insist. 

Rao. [Pointing to St. Bris.) . 

The fault must rest with him, 

Who did the assault begin. : 

?Gaint treachery, and in defence, 

I but pursue what they commence. 


Marg. Oh Heaven? whom shall I believe? 
Who can of this suspicion give me proof? 
Mar. Ive proof that none can e’er gainsay, 


They basely would my master slay. 
St. Bris.’Tis false ! 
Mar. A lady upon this spot appeared, 

And disclosed to me their treachey. 

That is the lady approaching! | 
[ Pointing to Valentina, who is seen leaving the Chapet, 
Enter VALENTINA. 


St. Bris. My daughter! 

Cho. Oh Heaven ! 

St. Bris. What audacity ! can I believe it? oh, perfidy! 
Rao. Can this be true? 


Marg. ‘The truth must be disclosed ! 
Val. Oh, my Queen, have pity on me! 
Rao, But her breach of faith, her perfidy, 
To which I myself was witness, 
In the house of De Nevers? 
Marg. She went to supplicate 


That her hated marriage might be broken off 
St. Bris. Before the morn shall dawn, 
She will be the bride of another! 
Cho. Another? oh, great Heaven! 
[Distant music is heard. 
St. Bris. Hark! even now the bridegroom comes! 
The escort doth approach with speed ; 
Yes, I hear its exulting tones. 
And well such splendour suits, indeed, 
The Saint Bris and De Nevers. 


A boat, richly decorated, is seen to upproach, occupied 
by Musicians, Pages, Knights, and Ladies of Ne- 
SA nuptial suite. NEVERS steps first from 
the boat. 


Nev. [To Valentina.] Noble lady, 
Come where joy and hope await you; 
True to your vow, accept of mine! 
And melo my happiness encompass thine, 
[Zo the Suite 
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‘ Ove amistà v’ aspetta, Before our friends who here await 

AI festin d’ Imeneo. To join our Hymeneal féte, 
Schiavo ognor ti sarò, [A Va:entina. Vil pledge to thee my life, [To Valentina. 
Orgoglioso e altero I e’er shall prize, all joys above, 
De’ miei lacci d’ amore. The silken bonds of thy sweet love! 

{Tutti fanno onore agli Sposi. Nevers prende [AZ pay their homage to the bride. Nevers takes 
Valentina per le mano, e la guida alla barca, Valentina by the hand, and leads her to the 
seguiti da San Bris e tutto il corteggio. boat, followed by St. Bris and the corlege. 


è 


IL DESTIN—MAY KIND HEAV’N. Granp CHORUS. 
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S’ unirà delle danze all’ incanto Lov’d and happy; now we hail ye! 

Il fragor degli evviva e del canto; May no sorrows e’er assail ye; 

Per lodare in lor metro la bella, But joy be ever, ever yours, 

La gentil che piegava all’ amor. Such as true love alone ensures. 

Sol. Non più pace all’ acciaro,—oramai Saldiers. No more peace, no more quiet, 

Noi dobbiam nostra sorte affidare ; Nought but revelry and riot; 

E il meschin più non sappia trovare Nought but battle’s fell disquiet, 

Che di nostra vendetta il furor. Till our latest breath. 

[Jl corteggio si scosta dalla riva, ansiosamente [The boat leaves the shore, anxiously observed by 
guardato dalla moltitudine—Raul sostenuto the crowd. Itaoul, supported by Marcel, 
da Marcello mostrasi in preda al dolore—I seems a prey to grief. The Soldiers of both 
soldati de’ due purtiti si ritirano da opposti parties, from apposite sides, regard each other 
lati e con aria minacciosa. with threatening attitudes. 


FINE DELL’ ATTO SLCONDO. | BND OF THE SECOND ACT 


ATTO III. 

SCENA I.—Sala nel Castello di Nevers, ornata di 
ritratti di famiglia.—Gran porta in fondo.—A sin- 
istra una porta che conduce agli;appartamenti di 
Valentina. —A destra una porta segreta, e una Sines- 
tra che quarda sulla strada. 


VALENTINA uscendo da’|suoi appartamenti, immersa in 
profondi pensieri. 
Eccomi sola ormai, sola sel mio dolore : 
A pianti senza fine condannar mi voleste, 
O padre mio, Raul ebbe il mio core, 
E a un altro voi lo prometteste! E Tu, 
Che supplica invan ne’ miei martiri, 
Tu che permesso |’ hai quest’ imeneo funesto— 
Gran Dio! tu raddolcir degna almeno il mio mal, 
Disperdi un sovvenir al viver mio fatal! 
In preda al duol, un sogno ancor mi bea 
Che per lui sol in sen mi batte il cor. 
Crudo pensier! Ah, non mi far più rea, 
Fuggirlo vò, ed a lui penso ognor! 
Da lunge ancor sua voce cara 
L’ amor del ciel fa in me tacer. 
L’ imagin sua, a piè dell’ ara, 
Fin sull’ altar parmi veder! 


Entra RAUL, dalla porta în fondo. 


[ Vedendo comparir Raul. 
Giusto cielo! e sei tu? tu il cui temuto aspetto 
Qual rimorso crudel m’ insegue ognora ! 
Si, sì, son io che vengo, dell’ ombre fra l’ orrore, 
A colpevole eguale sotto pena mortale, 
Che dell’ afflitto cor soccombe al gran dolor! 
Val. Ma che vuoi tu da me? 
Rau. Nulla: vederti sol pria di morire. 
Val. [Spaventata.] Che sento? e ver pur fia? 
E mio padre? e Nevers? 


Val. 


Rau. 


Rau. | Freddamente.] Sì, qui incontrarli posso. 
E vero, —io lo sapea. 

Val. Di eor feroci entrambi, 
T’ uccideran. Ah! vanne! 

Rau. Io quì li attendo. 

Val. Alcun qui viene; ah! vanne! 

Rau. No, quì resto, —è per te non paventare. 


Val. [Tutta tremante.) Il padre, il mio consorte ! 
[ Vendendoli venire. 
Per me, pel mio onor, 
Deh! ne schiva il furore! 
| Haul si nasconde dietro le cortine. 


Entrano San Bris, Nevers, TAVANNES, con altri 
Signori, Cattolici, e detta. 

San Bris. [A’ Signori.) 

Un cenno della corte ora quì vi raduna, 

E giunta I’ ora alfine, in cui debbo ad ognuno 

Un progetto svelare che già protegge il cielo, 

Ch’ è da gran tempo'in cor della Regina ! * 


Val. Io tremo! 

San Bris. {A Valentina.) Tu, mia figlia, or esci, 
Val. Ah, padre! 

Nev. Perchè? Lo zel ch’ ella ha di nostra fede 


Lascia che senza rischio lei presente si possa 
Del ciel, della regina le brame disvelar. 


* Caterina de’ Medici. 
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ACT III, 


SCENE I.—A Room in the Castle of De Nevers, de- 
corated with family portraits.—A large door at the 
Further end.—On the left a door leading to Valenti- 
na’s apartments.—On the right a door covered with 
tapestry, and a window overlooking the street. 


Enter VALENTINA from her apartment, with an air of 
profound pensiveness. - 


Val. At length I am alone, —alone with my sorrows! 
To eternal woe thou, my father, ha-t condemn’d mej, 
Raoul alone my heart can e’er possess, 

Whilst to another thou my hand hast given! 
Oh, Thou whom I in vain have supplicated,— 
Thou who this fatal marriage hast allowed— 
High Heaven! deign at last to aid me now, 
And o’er dark memory sweet oblivion shed! 
A prey to grief which I can banish never, 
My love the only thought I ponder o’er; 
And though I know to love him be a crime, 
The more I would forget, I love the more! 
Alas! ye pow’rs who know my inmost thought, 
Vain is the succour I so oft implore; 
For while in prayer I at the altar kneel, 
The while I pray, I do but love him more! 


Enter RAOUL, from the door in the centre. 


[ On discovering Raoul. 
Gracious Heaven! is it he? or is it a vision 
That ever and anon haunts my every thought? 
Rao. , Yes, ’tis I, who come in the darkness of night, 
Gliding like a criminal, borne down with sorrow, 
Yet still living on, overwhelmed by despair! 


Val. But what would you with me? 
Rao. Nothing: I hoped but to see you ere I die. 
Val. [ Alarmed.) What do I hear ?—impossible ! 


But my father? my husband? 
Rao. | Coldly.| Yes, that I may meet them here 
I know but too well. 


Val, They are still inflexible— 
They will kill thee. Ah, fly! 
Rao. I will here await them. 
| Val. Hear you not footsteps? Ah, fly! 
Rao. No, ! will remain; fear not for me. 


Val. [Trembling.) My father! my husband! 
| Seeing them coming. 
For my sake, for my honour’s sake, . 
Avoid them; oh, hasten and conceal thyself! 
| Raoul hides himself behind the tapestry. 


Enter Sr. Brats, Nevers, Tavannes, followed by 
Noblemen, Catholics, ge. 


St. Bris. [To the Nobles.] 
By order of the Queen, in this place we assemble ; 
The time has arriv’d when the plot must be knowns 
For the project which brings us salvation for ever, 
Is worthy the lady who sits on the throne !* 
Val. I tremble! 
St. Bris. [To Valentina.] Leave us, my daughter. 
Val. Ah, my father! 
Nev. Wherefore? Her virtues and zeal for the faith 
Give assurance that she is worthy our confidence 
And to receive the orders of our Queen, 


* Catherine de Medicis. 
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ConGIURA E BENEDIZIONE DE’ PUGNALI. 


San Bris. Di guai crescenti ognor e d’ un empio conflitto 
Volete insieme a me liberar questo suol ? 

I Sig. Sì, lo vogliam! 

San Bris. Del nostro eccelso Rè, del cielo e della patria, 
Volete voi con me colpire i traditor ? 

I Sig. Sì, lo vogliam ! 

Sun Bris. Ebben! del Nume che noi tutti aiuta 
Il minaccioso acciar su lor sta per piombar : 
Degli Ugonotti  empia setta e ria 
Fra poco sparirà. 

Nev. Chi li condanna? 

San Bris. Il ciel! 

I Sig. Il ciel! 

Niv. E chi li colpirà? 

Sun Bris. Voit 

I Sig. Noi? 

Nev. Io? 

San Bris. D’ un sacro zel l’ ardore 

Vi elevi e scaldi alma, 

A voi dan forza e palma 

Il Ciel, 1’ onore, e il Rè. 

V’ accenda un pio furore 

Contro quel popol rio ; 

V’ infiammi )’ ardir mio, 

L’ amor di vostra fè. 

Tradir degg’ io 1’ onore ? 

Sì vil no non son io, 

Ne può incolparmi il Rè. 

Chi frena il suo furore ? 


[Indicando San Bris. 


[Con orrore. 


N. ev. 


Val. 


Tu mi sostieni, o Dio! 

Abbi pièta di me! 

Eguale al tuo furore, 

Sarà lo giuro il mio, 

In sostenar la fè. 

Salviam la nostra fè, 

Obbediamo al Rè. 

Sun Bris. [A” Signori che lo circondano.) 
Può il Rè su voi contar ? 

I Sig. | Meno Nevers.] $i, lo giuriam ! 

San Bris. lo duce a voi sarò. 

I Sig. | Meno Nevers.] Noi vi seguiamo. 

Val. 

San Bris. 

Val. | Da se.) Che pensa ei mai? O Ciel! io gelo e tremo. 

Nev. I traditor feriamo, ma non senza difesa: 
Nou è il pugnal del vileche noi brandir dobbiamo. 

Sin Bris. Quand’ il Rè tel comanda? 

Nev. Ei mel comanda invan; 
Del mio nome macchiar, non vo la fama antica, 
Fra gli antenati miei, che quì mi fanno onore, 
Prodi guerrier tu vedi, non un solo assassin. 

San Bris. E per te la sant’ opra dunque fallita andra? 


Tav. 


Coro. 


Ma che? Nevers solo è rimasto muto? 


Nev. No; ma dal disonore io salvo la mia spada. 
Tieni; eccola! tra noi giudichi il cielo, 
| Spezzando la spada, e gettandogliela a piedi. 
Val. Ah d’ ora in poi tutto confido in voi. 


Andiam, più non tardare ; vi voglio far palese. 


In questo momento s’ aprono le porte in fondo, e com= 
q . ° . . . . ? . 
pariscono Eschiovini e Capi del San Bris armati. 


San Bris, { Indirizzandosi a loro, e indicando Nevers. | 
Sia fatto prigioniere,—a noi mostrossi avverso,— 
Fin a doman vegliato sia da voi. 

Val. {Da se.} Possa il ciel disarmar gli sdegni suoi, 
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CoNJURATION AND BENEDICTION OF THE SWORDS. 


St. Bris. From growing troubles, and this impious war, 
You will, like me, your country still deliver? 
Nobles. We will! 
St. Bris. Of the King, of Heaven, and our country, 
You will, like me, annihilate the enemies? 
Nobles. We will! 
St. Bris. ’Tis well! the sword on high is swung, 
Threatening vengeance on their heads: 
And every Huguenot shall fall, 
While far and near our fury spreads. 
Nev. Who condemns them? 
St. Bris. Heaven! 
Nobles. Heaven! 
Nev. Who shall strike the blow? 
St. Bris, You! 
Nobles. We? 
Nev. I? [With horror, 
St. Bris. To your country, for her honour, 
You must your help afford ; 
And you will be victorious, 
For Heavy’n will guide your sword. 
Justice, in its vengeance full 
Against that impious band, 
Inspires our hearts and guides our arms 
To slay them from the land. 
Can I my honour stain ? 
Disgrace ’twould on me bring, 
Though prompted by my King. 
Who can his fury now restrain? 
| [ Pointing to St. Bris. 
Oh Heaven, I call on thee! 
Have mercw-- nity me! 
Like thee, I boldly swear, 
Whate’er inav chance, despite, 
For our true faith to fight. - 
Our faith we will defend, 
Our King’s command attend. 
St. Bris. [To the Noblemen who surround him.} 
May the King on you depend? 
All. {Except Nevers.| We swear it! 
St. Bris. And I «ill be your leader. 
Alt. [Except Nevers,| And we your followers. 
e) What! is Nevers alone silent ? 
Val. { Aside.] What does he think? Heay’n! I tremble, 
Nev. Strike down our foes, but bravely, face to face: 
The soldier’s, not the assassin’s, wreath we'd claim. 
St. Bris. But should the King command? 
Nev. He would command in vain; 
For, though in honour’s cause my blood may flow, 
Amongst my ancestors, I’d have you know, 
Were heroes brave, but no assassins vile. 
St. Bris. Through you may our purpose be betrayed? 
Nev, For murder was my good sword never made. 
Take it; and Heaven my judge must be. 
[Unsheathing his sword, and throwing it at his feet. 
Val. From this day forth I will confide in thee! 
Thou must know all—a secret I would tell 


Nev. 


Val. 


Tav. 


Cho. 


At this moment the doors in the background open, and 
Officers and Soldiers of the St. Bris faction enter. 


St. Bris. [Addressing them, and pointing to Nevers.} 
I cannot trust him,—see you guard him well,— 
Give him no liberty till morning dawns. 


| Val. [Aside,] May Heaven their angry feelings soothe. 
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Nev. Ragion è meco e onore, 
Non preme il cor timore, 
Contrastar devo al Re. 
Tav. M’ accende un pio furore, 


Dover mi sprona e onore, 
Obbhedir devo al Re. 
San Bris. V’ accenda un pio furore, 
Dover vi sprona e onore, 
Obbedir dessi al Re. 


Val. Ah! d’ un mortal timore 
Tutto ho compreso il core $ 
O Ciel, pietà di me! 
Coro.  M°’ accende un pio furore, 


Dover mi sprona e onore, 
Obbedir dessi al Re. 
| Parte degli armati conducon via Nevers. 


San Bris. E voi fedeli al Rè, e al ciel, che in sen vi vede, 
Nobili cor, sostegni della fede, 
Cittadini e guerrieri, udite i miei pensieri. 
Per la città la schiera sparsa sia 
Tetra e silente, occupi ogni via. 
Indi al dato segnal tutti a ferir corriamo ! 
Coro. Sì, corriamo a ferir ! 
San Bris. | Indirizzandosi ad uno de’ Signori.] 
Tu, De Bresme, co’ tuoi cingi 1’ albergo 
Di Coligny, fa che primiero ei mora! 
Coro. Sì, mora pel primier! 
San Bris. [Indirizzandosi a varii altri.) 
Voi alla Torre di Nesle, 
Ove de traditori 
I condottieri infidi uniti sono, 
Preparando la festa a Margarita 
Ed al Re di Navarra. 
Coro. Noi alla Torre di Nesle ! 
San Bris. Ascoltate! Allorchè di San Germano 
La prima volta udrete, a rimbombar la squilla, 
Attenti e muti a quel segnal d’ allarme 
Sia pronto il cor, pronta a ferir sia Il’ arme. 
A quel funebre suon tu ovunque corri 
E raddoppia il furor. MM?’ affido al tuo coraggio. 
E quando alfin dell’ Auxerrois voi udrete, 
Squillare il sacro bronzo, per la volta seconda, 
Del ciel vendicatore nunziator di rigore ;— 
Ciascun |’ acciaro allor dovrà brandire,— 
Ciuscuno allor de’ rei dovrà perire ! 
Quel Dio, che qui v’ ascolta e benedice, 
Fidi guerrieri, a voi sarà di scorta! 
O Cielo, o Ciel, come salvarlo posso ? 
Ei tutto sente ne fuggir gli è dato, 
A lui correr vorrei, ma pur non oso! 
Pietoso Ciel, in tal periglio estremo 
Salva Raul, —per me, per me non temo! 


Val. 


Le porte in fondo si schiudono, e compariscono tre Mo- 
naci, con un paniere di ciarpe bianche. 


I Monaci. Sia gloria eterna e onore 
Al buon guerrier fedel 
Ch’ ‘oggi  acciar brandisce 
Per obbedire al Ciel. 
[Tutti snudano la spada, —I Monaci le benedicono. 


San Bris. ed i Monaci. 
Nobili acciari e santi, che d’ un reo sangue impuro 
Or, or vi bagnerete, O voi per cui l’ Eterno 
Strugge un culto infedel, 
O santi »-ar, voi benedice il Ciel ! 
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Nev. Honour is on my side, 
Although I have denied 
Obedience to my King. 
Tav. My hearts inflam’d within me 


By honour, faith, and duty, — 
Let us obey the King, 
St. Bris. Honour with duty now combines, 
Inflames your hearts and guides your minds 
In fealty to your King. 


Val. A mortal fear my mind doth seize, 
With terror’s chill my heart doth freeze, 
Will Heav’n no comfort bring? 
Cho. Our hearts with fury are on fire,— 


In faith and duty we desire 
To serve with zeal our King. 


[ Soldiers surround Nevers and lead him off. 


St. Bris, And thou who list’nest to the call of Heaven, 
Devoted to the cause with fearless zeal, 
Ye citizens and soldiers, attend to my command: 
In ev’ry quarter where the rebels meet, 
Cautious and silent fill each neighb’ring street ; 
And at the signal giv’n, strike on ev’ry hand! 
All. Yes, we’ll strike on ev’ry hand! 
St. Bris. [ Addressing some of the Officers. } 
De Bresme, with your friends, to the Admiral’s fly, 
For Coligny must be the first to die! - 
All. Yes, he first shall die! 
St. Bris. {Addressing others of the Officers.] 
You to the Tour de Nesle repair, ° 
Where, mingling in the throng, 
You'll find our deadliest foe, 
At a fete which they prepare 
For Marg’ret and the King of Navarre. 
All. We’ll to the Tour de Nes!e! i 
St. Bris. Now,mark me well! When first from St. Germain 
The solemn peal pours forth o’er hill and plain 
Telling in accents loud of dire alarms, 
Summon in silent night your men to arms ; 
Inspire their minds with zeal to act their part, 
And by your own examp'e fire each heart ; 
And when at length from Auxerrois 
The sacred bell a second time shall peal, 
Then, sword in hand, arise! let all the accursed fall? 
"Tis Heav’n’s holy cause: nerveev’ry arm—slay all! 
Servants of Heav’n! the path lays well before ye; 
“Tis Heav’a that calls! respond, then, we implore, 
And God will be your guide, whom we adore! 
Val. Oh Heaven, direct me how to save him! 
He hears their plot, and yet cannot escape. 
Would I knew how my troubled course to shape! 
Merciful Heav’n, save him from danger near! 
O save Raoul—for him alone I fear! 


The door in front opens, and three Monks approuch, 
carrying a basket of white scarfs. Ì 


Monks. Honour and glory to the brave! 
Glory to them our cause who save— 
Who draw the sword in Heaven’s just cause, 
And thus uphold its sacred laws, 


{They all draw their swords,— the Monks bless them. 


St. Bris and the Monks. 
Swords of the faithful, consecrated arms, 
Soon in their faithless blood you steep’d shall be ; 
Now the Most High shall strike this impion, race, 
Blessed be ye, Heav’n pour its blessings on ye! 
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San Bris. [ Mostrando la ciarpa e la croce. | 
A questa bianca benda, a questa doppia croce, 
Sian distinti gli eletti. 
San Bris ed i Monaci. 
Nè grazia, nè pietade! ferite senza tregua, 
Chi pugna 6 si dilegua;—lo chiede il ciel, lo vuol, 
Coro. Corriam, corriam ; feriamo! Dal fuoco e dalla 
spada, 
Imune.alcun non vada, il guerriero invano 
Domandi a voi pietà. Cada il fanciul, la madre 
Non si risparmi età ;—Il ciel lo vuol, l’ impone! 
Così de’ nostri falli la grazia s’ otterrà. 


San Bris ed un Monaco. 
Silenzio, amici! un detto 
Svegliar potria sospetto ; 
Nessun rumor ci scopra 
Sia muto il labbro e il piè. 
D’ un sacro zel |’ ardore 
Ci elevi e scaldi P alma, 
A noi già dan la palma 
Il ciel,  onore e il Re, 
San Bris. V’ accenda un pio furore 
Contro del popol rio, 
V’ infiammi |’ ardir mio 
Il ciel, l’ onore e il Re. 
Niun avvisar lor possa, 
Nessun rumor ci scopra 3 
Andiamo alla sant’ opra 
Il ciel lo vuole, e il Re. 


Coro. 


Coro. 


[ Escono in silenzio. 


Raut sol! va lentamente la cortina, si assicura che tutti 
sono partiti, e si slancia verso la porta în fondo, ma 
x’ arresta sentendendola chiudere al di fuori. Allora 


sì dirigge verso la porta a manca, e ne vede uscir 


VALENTINA. 


GRAN DUETTO. 


O Ciel, dove vai tu? 
Raul, a me rispondi ! 


Val. 


Rau. Vado a salvar gli'amici; . 
Un delitto inumano ad impedire. 
A pugnare, a ferire, 
Di si rei traditori a sventare il furor! 
Val. Mav’ è fra lor mio padre, e v’ è lo sposo, 
Ch’ or riverir degg’ io. 
Vuoi tu punir costoro ? 
Rau. GI infidi punird! 
Val. Lor spinge all’ opra il ciel! 
Rau, [Con ironia.) Lor spinge all’ opra il ciel! 


Or ecco il nume che il tuo altar consacra, 
Un dio, che tra fratelli cruda strage comanda. 
Ah, non parlar così. ; 

Egli è per sua pietà 

Ch’ or vuol serbare in te 

Un alma pura e forte, 

Deh! non uscir. 

Mio dover! 

Tu corri a certa morte. 

Se quì resto io tradisco 

L’ onore e l amistà, giammai, giammai. 
Stringe il periglio, il tempo, 

Ai! rapido s’ invola, ah! lasciami partir! 
Così inerme cadresti, 

Per pietà non partir, Raul! 

Aimè! 


Val. 


Rau. 
Val. 
Rau. 


Val. 
Rau. 
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St. Bris. [Pointing to the scarf and the white cross.] 
By this white cross, surmounted by the scarf, 
Heaven’s messengers be ever known. 

Si. Bris and the Monks. 

No pardon, no pity! strike all, and spare none, 
Though they meet us with valour, or like cowards run, 
Cho. eee humble and suppliant before us they 
ali, 
No pity, no mercy, slay all—yes, slay all! 
Be they bow’d down with age, be it child or a mother, 
Let our curses descend on the one and the other! 
For this will Heaven pardon whate’er may befal. 
St. Bris and one of the Monks. 
Silence, lest we raise suspicion 
By some incautious act or word; 
Still each rumour, move in secret, 
Let not e’en your step be heard! 
May honour, faith, and duty, 
Our minds and hearts inflame, 
And we shall be victorious, 
Who fight in our King’s name. 
St. Bris, May honour, faith, and duty, 
Incite to strike the blow, 
Then you will be victorious, 
Against an impious foe, 
Let every rumour cease, 
Lest we may warn the foe; 

Such is the will of Heaven— 

To this great deed we go! . 
[Exeunt all in silence. 


Cho. 


Cho, 


RaoUL slowly raises the tapestry, and when he per- 
ceives that they are all gone, rushes to the door în 
the centre, but finds it fastened on the other side.— 
He then runs to the door on the left, and meets 
VALENTINA coming out of it. 


GRAND DUET. 


Val. Oh Heaven, whither wouldst thou ? 
Raoul, reply to me! 

Rao. I would now fly to save my friends, 
And cheat these plotters of their deadly ends. 
I’d have them take revenge, and, sword in hand, 
Hew down these desecrators of the land! 

Val. But ’mongst these enemies are some most dear—= 
A father whom I love, a husband I revere! 
And wouldst thou see them slain? 

Rao. I would their treason punish ! 

Val. ’Tis Heaven’s high mandate they obey! — 

Rao. [Ironically.| Heaven’s high mandate! 


Is this the creed of which you vainly boast ?-=" 
Those are most virtuous who destroy the most? 


Val. Condemn them not, 
But spare them pity’s tear ; 
And, if you’d save your life, 
Oh, stay you here! 
Go not away! 
Rao. I must not stay! 
Val. You run to certain death. 
Rao, Longer to remain were treason, 
When friendship, duty, honour, call. 
Now danger threats from deadly foe, 
I cannot stay—ah, let me go! 
Val. Without your arms you’d surely fall! 
For pity’s sake, Raoul, remain! 
Rao. 


Alas! 
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TU MIO SOSPIR—THOU ART MY ONLY HOPE. Dover. VALENTINA and RA0UL. 
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Thou art my on-ly hope on earth now, | And canstthou 


~—-by-—— ni JI o ——}- — @ 
SSS ES 
I mei fra-tei mo-rir vegg - è - 0! 
It is my brethren whom they’d murder! 


ape ie. "a 
Ds cina Srna LR ssi ceri wane rare) = sc 
peer 


Se ae oo 


py es —_—_ — O e eee 
nn === e o— eee ees Tea 


| eee 


nar = tt sa-ria mo-rir ! Io ben sa- pro sal-var tuoi 
leave me here to die? I thee will save— thou shalt not 


po ERRE si peo pa 


ELIS ANA, ES ISH” SL AR VI Pm a 
send Son 1 fa 


L= Pa e e ele =eO=\“0e—_“ Te 


Mi lascia, oi-mè, da i) par-twr ;— mv’ impon l’ o-nor 
De-tain me not, but let me fly;— Tis ho-nour calls; 
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da te fuggir; ; Mi las-cia oimé, mì las-cia oimé ! 
E’en if I die, Ihence must fly, Ihencemust fly ! 
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[Raul corre verso la porta, Valentina lo segue e [Raoul runs towards the door, but is followed by 
lo trattiene. Valentina, who stops him. 
Val. No, Raul, questa soglia Vai. No, Raoul, this threshold 
Tu varcar non potrai ! Thy foot shall never pass ! 
Non mi stacco da te! In death I’ll cling to thee! 
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Rau. LL’ udirti è colpa. Rao. ’Tis sin to listen or to hesitate. 
Val. = Ecolpaè pur la mia! Val. AnddoInotsinalso? , 
Rau. Ciel! Rao. Heaven! 
Val, Ma t’ ascolto però! in quest’ ora suprema, ' Val. Yet still I here remain, and in this dreadfal hour 
Non veggo altri che te, già vicino a perir! Think of naught but thee, for thou art all to me ! 
Resta, o Raul, se non mi spregi ancora, Stay, then, Raoul, if still to thee I’m dear; 
To t? imploro per me! If thou still lovest me, oh, stay thou here! , 
Sappi;—se muori,—oimé! io pur morrò, If thou should’st die, I cannot live. A 
Ah! resta, resta—io t’ amo! Stay, I implore—oh, stay—I love thee! j 
Rau, Tu m’ ami?—O, qual brillò Rao. Oh, rapture entrancing ! 
Raggio d’ amor celeste! Oh, transport divine! 
Qual suon si fece udir! Thy words, how they change me! 
Il fato mio cambio! What joy is now mine! 
Fia ver! troppo è gioire! Sweet airs my senses greet! 
Venga or la morte a me,— Come, death, thy blow I’d meet, 
i Dolce sarà il morir! Here at the lov’d one’s feet! 
Val. O terror! che diss’ io? © Val. O, spare me! what have I said?’ 
Rau. Ab, dillo ancor tu m’ ami! Rao. That thou lov’st me—repeat it again ! 
Nel fosco orror qual stella Now all clouds disappear, 
In Ciel per me brillò! : Whilst the rays of love shine! 
Per sempre tuo se il brami, Oh! for e’er, at thy bidding, 
Per sempre tuo sarò ! For e’er I'll be thine! 
[.S° ode il suono di lontana squilla. [The sound of a distant bell'is heard, 
Val. Ecco 1° ora! che faccio? o mio terror! Val. This is the hour!—I shake with terror! 
Rau, Ah! parla ancor; prolunga Rao. Thou hast said thou hast lov’d me . 
L’ ineffabile sogno del mio core ; Through darkness and night, 
S’ è un sogno il ben ch’ io provo, But a bright star has risen, 
Fa che in eterno duri il dolce errore! And lent us its light ! 
Val. Che faccio? O, mio periglio ! Val. Oh, how shall I save him? Oh, terror! 
Rau. Ah! parla ancor; prolunga . Rao. Oh, repeat the sweet words 
Di questo cor l’ ebbrezza! That brought balm to my heart! 
S’ è un sogno tal dolcezza And should all be a dream, 
Non resti a me avvenir ! Let it never depart! 
Val. EV ora, or con la morte { Val. What dreadful hour is this? 
Svanisce l’ avvenir! Now all must end in death! 
Rau. Notte lieta d’ amor! | Rao. Oh, night of love! 
Val. Notte funesta! Val. Oh, fatal night! 
Rau. Vieni, fuggiam! © Rao. Let us fly, love! 
Val. Ah, no! Val. Ah, no! 
Rau. Tulodicesti m ami je! Rao. Thou hast said that thou lov’st me 
Vieni, fuggiam! » Come, let us away ! 
Val. T’ arresta ! Val. Ah, stay! 
Rau. Odi quel suon funebre? Rao. Hearest thou the fatal bell? 
{ Odesi in distanza suonar la campana. [The bell is heard in the distance, 
Val. Ei m’ aggliiaccia di terror! Vai. It chills me with terror! 
Rau. Dal sen di cupe tenebre quì giunge, Rao. Ah! those cries too plainly tell 
Un grido di furor !— What follows that sad knell! 
Dov’ era io dunque? . Where am I? 
Val. Vicino a me, Raul. Val. By my side, Raoul. 
Rau. Ah,sovvenir fatal ! Rao. Ah, fatal remembrance! 
i Della strage dei miei * They murder my friends— 
E I orribil segnal ! ’Tis the signal of death! 
Non più amor, non più amor! Oh, remorse fills my heart 
O, rimorso ! 0, dolor! As for aid from my brethren 
To li vedo perir ! Resounds the shrill ery ! 
Invano or tu mi parli, It is I who betray them— 
To volo a salvarli, I cannot defend them, 
O con essi a morir! But with them will die £ 
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Olb - li - ar tan-to a - mo- re, ai - mé! ai - mè! 
< From these arms wilt thou fly! A - las! a - las! 
| : 


mor -so, 0 ter-ro-re! 
morse 0-ver-whelms me! 


Rau Ah corriam,—quest’ è l’ ora, 

Val No! 

Rau I] Ciel vuol or ch’ io mora! | 

Val No! 

Rau. Io saprò seguitarli! 

Val. No! 

Rau Io volo a salvarli ! 

Val. No! 

Rau Ah, mi trattieni invan! 

Val. Io non ti lascio —ah, no! 
Crudel mi squarcia il sen, 
Sii tu il mio uccisor! 

Rau. Ciel reggi il mio coraggio! 


[Raul mostrando a Valentina dalla finestra ciò che 
succede nella strada. 
Vedi di sangue piena e d’ estinti è la Senna! 
Ah, mia ragion s’ invola! o, delitto esecrando ! 
Raul, t? uccideranno ! 
Pietà, pietade—io moro, ah! 
Rau. [Nel più grande affanno.] 
Ritorna in te! che fare ? 
O, terribil momento ! 
Potrei così obbliarla? 
Aimé! fuggiam, fuggiamo ! 
Tu veglia a giorni suoi, O Ciel, che imploro ! 
[ Par te per la finestra. 


ATTO TERZO. 


Val. 


{Cade svenuta. 


{In disperazione. 


FINE DELL’ 


Campana, 
[Bell tolls, 

Rao. I must away, —the hour is come! 

Val, No! | 

Rao, My blood must also be shed! 

Val. No! : 

Rao, I must fly to my friends! 

Val. No! 

Rao. To their rescue Ill speed ! 

Val. No! 

Rao. ’Tis in vain you would detain me? 

Val. ‘Thou shalt not go—ah, no! 


Cruel!—sooner than from thee to part, 
Oh, pierce this bosom to the heart! 
Heaven, grant me courage! 
“Trani shows from the window, to Valentina, what 
happens t in the street. 
The river’s waves with gory streams are red! 


Val. Ah, fearful deed !—my senses fail! 

Raoul, they will kill thee ! 

Oh, in pity stay! Alas! Idie! [She swoons. 
Rao. | In the utmost affright. | 


What shall I do? how see thee die! 
Oh! terrible moment! 
How can I leave her thus? 
But go I must at honour’s call! 
Heav’n, spare her life, though I may fall! 
[Exit from the window. 
END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


[In despair. 
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ADUNO LV 


SCENA T.—-Sala di Ballo nell’ Hotel de Nesle, ove 
molte Dame e Cavalieri Protestanti sì sono riuniti 
per festeggiare il matrimonio di Margarita con En- 
rico di Navarra. La danza viene di tratto în tratto 
interottu dal suono della Campana di San Germano, 
finchè tutti spaventati escono precipitosumente. 


SCENA II.—Cimetero. Da un lato chiesa con porta 
praticabile. Da un altro lato cancello che mette a 
una piazza. 


. 4 . . 
Traversano la scena, Donne, Uomini, Fanciulli, che 
corrano a rifuggiarsi nella chiesa. 


[ Entrando da uno lato.| 

Sei tu, mio buon Marcello ? 

Non eredea rivederti. 

[Entrando dall’ altro. 

Ah! mio Signore, io vi ritrovo ancora? 
Ferito sei? 

L’ ignoro. 

Vendetta ! 

Che mai dite ? 

De’ codardi assassini un resto ancora 
Cingon @ eroi, per ogni lato; 

Entro quel tempio or mai, rifugio estremo 
Di donne e di fanciulli, 

La folla in pianti accorre 

Santamente a morir. Andiam; I unica sorte 
Che a noi rimane è d’ incontrar la morte! 


Rau, 


Mar. 


Rau. 
Mar. 
Rau. 
Mar. 


Entra VALENTINA scapigliata e tutt’ anelante. 


Val. 
Rau. 
Mar. 


Ove correte ? 
Alla gloria! 
Al martirio ! 
Val. No, no, tu non morrai; 
Or che senza delitto, amarti posso. 
Rau. E Nevers? 
Mar. Generoso guerrier !— 
Fu lui che mi salvò da morte! 
E del suo zelo vittima, i ribaldi 1’ assassinar! 


Rau. Nevers morì! 
Val. Ah, vieni, partiamo. 
Rau. No: presso a lui rimango per morir. 
Val. E così dunque io ti vedrò perire ? 
Jo senza te n’ andrò raminga sulla terra, 
In cui sofferto abbiam, in cui ci stringe amor? 
E tu pensarlo puoi? 
Ah! sì, dell’ uom ben rado un fido amore 
Pon radice nel core: ebben, conoscerai 
Or |’ amor d’ una donna. 
Or che tutto noi arride, tu vuoi da me fuggir. 
Il crudele contrasto di quest’ alma 
Di ragion mi privò! 
Tu la mia fè disprezzi ;— 
To mi arrendo alla tua! 
Rau. O, delir! ’ 
Mar, Il Signor del fuoco suo 1’ accende e.irraggia. 
Val. O Cielo, la mia fede sei tu! 


L’ uom mi maledirà, mio buon Marcel, mio padre, 
Accogli i voti miei, consacra il nostro amor! 

Rau. [A Marcello.) Niun ministro del ciel avvi con noi: 
Questo nodo tu sol puoi benedir. 


ACTIVE 


SCENE I.—A Ball-room in the Tour de Nesle, where 
many Ladies and Gentlemen are assembled to cele- 
brate the Marriage of Margaret with Henry, King 
of Navarre.—The dance is often interrupted by the 
sound of the great bell of St. Germains, until all, în 
alarm, hurry out of the room. 


SCENE II.—A Cemetery,—On one side a Church, 
with a practicable door ; on the other a gate opening 
into a square. 


Men, Women, and Children, cross the stage, and take 
refuge in the Church. 


Rao. [ Entering from one side.) 
Is it thou, my faithful Marcel? 
I had no thought to see thee again. 

Mar. [ Entering from the other side. | 
Ah! dear master. art thou living still ? 

Rao. Thou art wounded? 

Mar. I know it not. 

Rao. Vengeance! 

Mar, What sayest thou? 
Bands of soldiers and assassins on every side 
Surround our few remaining friends; 
In that sacred edifice, their last and only refuge, 
Women and children crowd around in tears; 
And, praying, seek to die at peace with Heaven! 
Let us join them: all hope is vain ; 
Naught for us remains but to partake their doom! 


EnterVALENTINA, with hair dishevelled, and breathless. 


Val. Whither goest thou? 
Rao. To glory! 
Mar. To martyrdom! i 


Val. No, no, thou must not die; 
I now may love thee, and commit no crime, 
Rao. But De Nevers? 
Mar. That generous warrior !— 
He bravely fought to strive my life to save 3 
But found, in doing so, a hero’s grave! 
Rao. Is Nevers dead? 
Val. Come; stay not here. 
Rao. No: I must remain, and die with him. 
Val. Now that my pride may be to live, 
Now that I dare sweet hope to cherish, 
Now that my heart to thee I give, 
2 Canst thou desert and see me perish? 
Alas! but thou hast yet to learn, 
In woman’s heart, how love may burn. 
How true affection there may glow 
And only cease with lite to flow! 
Since life and love are smiling now on thee, 
In Heaven or earth no more we’ll parted be! 
Listen, Raoul, and judge this heart of mine: 
Thou hast abjur’d my faith, I’ welcome thine? 
Rao. Oh, rapture! 
Mar. Heaven has enlightened her mind! 
Val. Yes, Heaven smiles upon my new-born faith: 


Guide thou my steps, that I may act aright. 
Marcel, my father, here thy blessing give ! 

Rao. {To Marcel.| No minister his hand can on us presty 
Do thou our union consecrate and bless. 


32 


Mar. Io, con trasporto accetto il sacro incarco,= 
Il servo tuo fedel 
Sia il ministro del ciel. 

Coro. [Di donne nella Chiesa.] 

Signor che ognor proteggi 

Il giusto che t’ adora, 

Il tentator ne preme, 

Deh salva chi t’ implora! 

L’ innocenza e la fè 

Alzan lor preci al Ciel ; 

E del Signor fan risuonar le lodi, 

Nell’ aspettar la morte, 

In questo tristo asilo. 

Rispondi il vostro cor 

Come innanzi al Signor, 

Nell’ unir vostre mani in tai fosche tenebre. 

To consacro il festin d’ un tristo addio 

Ed un nodo funebre. 

Noi sappiam che il Ciel sol 

Le nostr’ alme unirà. 

E vigore avrai tu i tormenti a sfidar? 

E la fè d’ un sol di 

Non saprai più negar, 

A fronte del martir? 

Rau. e) A noi diede il Ciel vigor x 

Val. J Quando in noi svegliò 1’ amor. 

Coro. [Di donne nella Chiesa.] 

Signor, tu che proteggi, etc. 
{Quì il cantico viene ad un tratto interrotto da 
rumor @ armi e alte grida. 

Coro degli Assassini nell’ interno della Chiesa. 
Abbiurate, Ugonotti, il Ciel l’ impone ! 
Abbiurate, o morrete ! 

Val. [Guardando dalla finestra.] 

Ah, crudeli! son donne, — 
È Ah, pietade, malvagi! 
Coro d’ Assassini. 
Non v’ ha scampo,—il Ciel 1’ impone! 
Coro di Donne. 
Signor ne reggi ancor! 
[S’ Ode una scarica di archibugì nella chiesa, 


Mar. 


Rau. e 
Val. 
Mar. 


ra } Cantano ancor ? 
Rau. Ora non cantan più! 


{Zuttii trerestano in un silenzio funebre, celandosi 
il volto nelle mani, poi Marcello, come sorpresi 
da improvvisa visione e guardando al Cielo. 
Ah, vedete! il Ciel s’ apre e sfavilla ! 

Gloria a Dio! 1’ eterea tromba squilla, 

E degli angioli il canto risuona 

Che il stuol guida de’ martiri al Ciel! 

Rau. e Vedi come lo sguardo gli brilla ! 

Val. he di folgori il capo incorona ; 

La sua voce nell’ aura risuona, 

Come un angiol disceso dal Ciel ! 

L’ ammiro, |’ ascolto ! 

M’ addita il sentiere. 

Che al cielo si ascende, 

Supremo piacere ! 

O morte ti seguo, 

O terra un addio! 

[S’ apre il cancello e varii assassini si precipitano 
in scena. 

Abbiurate, Ugonotti, il Ciel 1’ impone ; 
Abbiurate, o morrete, il Ciel lo vuol!‘ 


Mar. 


Tutti. 


Coro. 


Mar. 
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Mar. With joy do I accept the sacred office, 
Thine old and faithful servant will i 
The holy rite at once fulfil. 
Cho, [Of Women in the Church.] 
Oh Thou, who dost protect 
The just who thee adore, 
Ob, shield us from the foe, 
Thy servants now implore! — 
Now innocence and faith 
To Heaven their prayers raise, 
And, whilst awaiting death, 
To God they render praise. 
May He, amidst this scene, 
Direct your hearts aright, 
Whilst thus, before high Heaven, 
I do your hands unite; 
By this bless’d rite again you’ll be, ' 
United in eternity. 
Sì Ah yes, we know we soon shall be 
United in eternity. 
And will your courage you sustain ‘ 
All torture to defy, 
And in the faith you now have sworn 
Persis., tl both shall die? 
Rao. sy Yes, Heaven will its strength impart 
Val. When love devoted fills the heart. 


Rao. 
Val. 
Mar. 


| Cho. [Of Women in the Church} 


Oh Thou, who dost protect, &c. 
[Here the Chorus is interrupted by a loud din of 
arms and cries. 
Chorus of Assassins who have entered the Church. 
Huguenots, abjure—your faith deny, 
Or Heav’n commands that ye must diet 
Val. [Looking through the window.] 
Hold, murderers, hold,— 
They are women and children? 
Chorus of Assassins. 
No! ’tis Heav’n’s command—they die! 
Chorus of Women. 
Oh Heaven, do thou protect us! 
LE [Firing heard from within the Church. 
al. 


ta Still does their song resound ? 


Rao. ” They sing no more!’ | 
[They all remain in profound silence, burying their 
faces in their hands; then Marcel, as if 
inspired, looks towards Heaven. 


Mar. Ah, see! the effulgent Heavens open wide? 
Hosanna from on high the clarion sounds, 
And music from the angel choir resounds, 
Now welcoming the martyrs to their side! 
Rao. Ah! see upon his face a heavenly ray! 
Sf } His brow with the eternal light is crown’d ; 
Val. } And, with his voice inspir’d, the vaults resound : 
Hosanna! the archangel leads the way ! 
All, His harp’s gentle sound 
Tells where rest may be found; 
Where the wretched may fly 
To a home in the sky! 
For the faith that is true, 
Earth, we bid thee adieu! 
[The gate flies open, and a crowd of Assassins rusk 
upon the stage. È 
Cho. Huguenots abjure—your faith deny, 
Or Heav’n commands that ye must die! 
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No, no: timor no ho, 

Nè mi restò desio. 

Venite, ormai ferite ! 
* Osanna—terra—addio ! 
[Tutti partono a destra, mentre a sinistra 8” odono 
scariche di fucile. 


SCENA ULTIMA.—Strada în Parigi presso la Senna 
nel 1572.— E° notte stellata. 


Saw Bris, VALENTINA, Raut, MarcELLO, Soldati, 
Cattolici, URBANO, e infine La REGINA. 


Coro de’ Soldati, d’ oltra. 
Sian tutti messi a fil di spada, 
Ormai lo stuolo degli empii cada; 
Pietà non s’ abbia, neppur d’ un sols 
Del Ciel soldati, gl’ empi Ugonotti 
Feriam, struggiam ;—é Dio che 71 vuol. 
[Durante questo Coro Raul appare a destra, mor- 
talmente ferito, e sostenuto da Valentina e da 
Marcello. 
San Bris, {Entra a smistra, diriggendo una compagnia 
di Archibugieri.| Chi vive? 
Val. {Sostenendo Raul, e mettendogli una mano sulla 
bocca per impedirgli di rispondere.] 
Per pietade, oimé! deh taci! 
Rau. [Facendo un ultimo sforzo grida.| Ugonotti ! 
PA © L E noi pur! 
San Bris. [A’ Soldati.) Ferite, il re ? impone! 
[I Soldati fan fuoco’ su loro, e Valentina e Marcello 
cadono, mortalmente feriti. 
Val. Cielo! mio padre! 
San Bris. { Precipitandosi su lei.) 
Ah! che vegg’ io mia figlia ? * 
Val. [Sollevandosi con stento.) 
Sì, sì, —son io che vo a pregar per voi! 
Per voi, padre, nel Ciel ! [IMuore. 
Urb. {Entro le scene.) Vien la Regina! 

{In questo momento entra la Regina, portata in 
una lettiga. Ella ritorna dal ballo al Louvre, 
—Alla vista dell’ estinta Valentina gitta un 
grido, e fa segno" Soldati di arrestarsi. 
Sian tutti messi a fil di spada; 

Alfin lo stuol degli empi cada ; 
Feriam, struggiam,--é Dio che ’1 vuol! 
[Cade il sipario, 


Rau. e 
Val. 


Coro. 


Rao. Sì No! Heaven is our guide— | 
Val, We nothing fear from yous’ 
Advance, this bosom strike! 
au hemor pate adieu! i 
rush off on the right, at the same time firin 
is heard on the left.” sib 


SCENE THE LAST.—A »Street on the Quays of 
Paris, in 1572.— Starlight Night. 


St. Bris, VALENTINA, RaouL, MarocEL, Catholie 
Soldiers, URBAIN, and afterwards the QUEEN. 


Cho. of Soldiers; from without, 
By the sword and by the faggot 
Shall their race become extinct. 
Let ev’ry true Catholic 
Hunt down the heretic ;— o 
Heaven on high their doom has sent. 

[During this Chorus Raoul appears on the rights. 
mortally wounded, supported by Valentina 
and Marcel. 

St, Bris. { Entering on the left, at the head of a come ' 
pany of Musketeers.| Who's there? 
Val. [Supporting the drooping Head of Raoul, and plas 
cing her hand on his mouth, to prevent an answer.} | 
For mercy’s sake, speak not! ; 
Rao. { Making a final struggle, cries out.| Huguenots! 
Mar. $\ And we also! 
Val. Sam | 
St. Bris. [To the Soldiers.) In the King’s name, fire! 
{Zhe Soldiers fire on them, and Valentina and ' 
Marcel fall mortally wounded. 
Heaven! my father! 


Val. 


4 St. Bris, {| Rushing towards her.] 


Ah! what do I see?—my daughter! 
Val. [ Raising herself with difficulty. | 
Yes, yes, ’tis [—who go to pray for you, 
For you, my father, in Heaven! 
Urb. { From without.| The Queen approaches! , 
[At this moment the Queen enters, borne on a lit- 
ter, returning from a ball at the Louvre.—At 
the sight of the lifeless Valentina she screams, | 
and makes signs to the Soldiers to stop. 
By the sword and by the faggot 
At last their race becomes extinct ;— 
Heaven on high their doom has sent! 
{The curtain falla. 


Cho. 
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CHARLES BRUNO, 


No. 2 Maiden Lane, New-York, 


Ymporter of Italian, English, German, and French 


MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS € STRINGS. 


AGENT FOR THE SALE OF 


C. F. MARTIN’S CELEBRATED GUITARS, 


The finest in tone and quality —warranted to stand every climate , 


GAVEAU’S CELEBRATED PIANOS, 


Which received the Medal at the Paris Exhibition in 1855. 


N.B.—BRASS INSTRUMENTS, CLARINETS, FLUTES, ete., for Bands, made to order, and warranteu. 


fe E RTW EB BER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 


Grand & Square 


__ 


155 WEST- BROADWAY, near Canal Street, NEW-YORK. 
COS TE ee e e en rage e ROTELLE 


THEODORE HAGEN, 


PROFESSOR OF MUSIC, AND EDITOR OF THE NEW-YORK MUSICAL 
REVIEW, AND THE GERMAN MUSICAL JOURNAL. 
Address, care of MASON BROTHERS, 
108 and 110 Duane Street, New-York. 


GOLD MEDAL 
Grand & Square 


Piano-Fortes. 


STRINWAY & SONS, 


82 and 84 WALKER STAEET, NEAR BROADWAY, NEW-YORK, 


Received 


Two FIRST PRIZE Medals 


A? THE 


Metropolitan mr, 
WASHINGTON, 
March, 1855. 

A IPN 
TTI 


PRIA SA 


FIRST PRIZE GOLD MEDAL, 


2h best] Gy ystal nlace 
anand Pig) C "5181 SIN er, 
eR ae ee 


First Prise Gold Medal, 


MARYLAND INSTITUTE, BALTIMORE, 


= 
D 


American Jnatitute, 


NKW-YORK, 


November, 1856. 


ALSO, 
First Prize Medal, American lastitute, Grystal Palace, 


NOVEMBER, 1856. 


Tnese Medals were taken in competition with the best makers of Boston, New-York, Philadel. 
vhia, and Baltimore. Amongst the judges were the first musical talents of the country, such as 
W, MASON, GOTTSCHALK, WOLLENHAUPT, and many others. 

STEINWAY & SONS’ PIANOS (constructed with the full iron frame) are warranted for three 
years, and a written guaranty given. Pianos packed and shipped without charge. Prices moderate. 


CHURCH'S GREAT PAINTING OF NIAGARA, 


AND BARKER’S 


“IL CORSO;” or, Tue Carnivat Race at Rome), 


Tuese two magnificent Paintings, together with an immense collection of CHOICE and VALUABLE 
ENGRAVINGS, in packages-of from $5 to $500 each, (one package to each subscriber,) ARE TO BE PRE- 
SENTED to the general body of CASH SUBSCRIBERS for the rac-simiLe of NIAGARA, beautifully printed 
in colors, now publishing by us. ARTISTS’ PROOFS, mounted, $30; PRINTS, $15. 

For further particulars, send for a prospectus. 


WILLIAMS, STEVENS, WILLIAMS & CO., No. 353 Broadway. 


PIER, WALL AND MANTEL MIRRORS. 


PORTRAIT AND PICTURE FRAMES, CORNICES, ETC., 


Of our own EXCLUSIVE PATTERNS and MANUFACTURE, exquisite in design, of great beauty, and 
superior quality. An immense stock of choice and beautiful 


ENGRAVINGS, OIL PAINTINGS, DRAWINGS, Etc. 


Ria 
c 5. ys : 
Artista Materials, 

OF SUPERIOR GRADE, IN EVERY VARIETY, FOR ARTISTS, AMATEURS, or SCHOOLS 


Articles in either of the above departments of our business will be found much lower than ever before 
offered, and at prices that can not be undersold. 


WILLIAMS, STEVENS, WILLIAMS & CO, No. 353 Broadway, N. Y 


Melodeons, and Music. 
PRICES GREATLY REDUCED!! 
HORAGE WATERS, 333 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK, 
Agent for the sale of the best Boston and Aew-sork Lianos and Melodeons. 


THE LARGEST ASSORTMENT OF MUSIC MERCHANDISE IN THE UNITED STATES. 


Pianos, 


PIANOS from five different Manufacturers, of every variety of style—from those in plain rosewood cases, for 
$200, to those of the most elegant finish, for $1000. No house in the Union can come in competition for the 
number, variety, and celebrity of its instruments, nar the extremely low prices at which they are sold. 


Horace Waters’ Modern Improved Pianos, 


«ith or without iron frames, have, in their NEW SOALE an IMPROVED ACTION, a power and compass of tone equaling the grand, 
with the beauty and durability of the square piano. The Press and first Music Masters have justly pronounced them equal if 
not swpertor to any other make. They are guaranteed to stand the action of every climate. 


HORACE WATERS’ MELODEONS (tuned the equal temperament,) superior in each desirable quality. 
Can also furnish Prince’s, Carhart’s & Smith’s Melodeons. Prices from $45 to $125; for two sets of reeds, $150; two banks of 
keys, $200; Organ pedal base melodeons $250, 275 and $300, less a liberal discount. 

Each instrument warranted to give satisfaction, or purchase money refunded. SECOND HAND PIANOS AT GREAT BAR- 
GAINS constantly in store; price from $30 to $140. Pianos tuned and repaired. 


MUSIC.—One of the largest and dest catalogues of Music now published. Music sent wherever ordered, post paid. 
Catalogues sent by mail. A liberal discount to dealers, teachers, seminaries, and clergymen. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.—* Nothing at the State Fair displayed greater excellence than the Piano Forte 
manufactured by Horace Waters.” —Chwrchman. 

“ The finest among the many Pianos at the Crystal Palace are those placed there by Horace Waters, whose instruments are 
always popular.”—Christian Enquirer. 

The Horace Waters’ Pianos are built of the best and most thoroughly seasoned material; we have no doubt that buyers 
can do as well, perhaps better, at this than at any other house in the Union.”—Christian Ad. 

“The Horace Waters’ Pianos are known as among the very best. We are enabled to speak of these instruments with confà 
dence, from personal knowledge of their excellent tone and durable quality.”"—N. Y. Hoan. 4 

‘“ We can speak of their merits from personal knowledge, as being’of the very best quality.” —Ohrtstian Intel. 


754 & 736 BROADWAY. 


Opposite the New-York Hotel, NE W-XOREK. 


mr ee —-———___P___ 


GEORGE PIERIS, (of St. Nicholas Hotel, PROPRIETOR. 


This Hotel is conducted in the Parisian style, and will be found dani. both in 
comfort and elegance, to any thing of the kind in the City. 


DINNERS AND SUPPRAS 


Served in PRIVATE ROOMS, at all hours, for parties of Gentlemen and Ladies, in 4 
style not excelled in this country. 


Wines, Liquors, AND SEGARS, 


Of the finest quality and most costly brands. 


KOCH, 


dl 


JOHN È. 


(LATH KOCH & Co.) 


113 NASSAU ST., (up stairs,) NEW-YORK. 


Hlank-Hook Manufacturer, 


AND IMPORTER OF 


GERMAN MUSIC.PAPER 


OBS UiPH RTO RYQ VA tea Tee 


MUSIC BOOKS AND PORTFOLIOS 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


PRINTING AND LITHOGRAPHY 
BOOK-BINDING, IN ALL ITS BRANGHES, 


ACCOUNT BOOKS MADE TO OFRDVDER. 


RUSSIAN AMERICAN AND HUDSON’S BAY CO, 
Established PURS. lites Priba 


e We PO € or IN 


No. 520 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK, 


ZE CAR ATCC RNITION OF “TEN PUBLIC FTO THEIR SUPERIOR 
STOCK OF MANUFACTURED FURS, CONSISTING OF 


Por Raslans, Cloaks, Mantillas, Victories, 
MUFFS, CUFFS, ETC.., 


i US STAN AND) HUDSON? Ss BAY SABLE: 


ROYAL ERMINE, CHINCHILLA, MINK, 


AND ALI OTHER DESCRIPTIONS OF FUR; ALSO, 


CARRIAGE AND SLEIGH ROBES, 
| FUR GLOVES AND GAUNLETS, 
MIR © ARPS AND COLLARS. 


AND A VARIETY OF GOODS FOR GENTLEMEN'S WEAR. 


eve 


All goods sold by us are of our own importation and manufacture, and 
| will be found worthy of inspection, for novelty of design and pattern, and 
for the superior quality of the workmanship. 

All orders promptly executed, and satisfaction guaranteed, by 


Beery OW A SAR o SSA 


520 BROADWAY, (late 19 John St.,) N. Y. 


CHICKERING & SONS, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


GRAND, SQUARE, AND UPRIGHT 
PIANO-FORT 


WAREROOMS, 


694 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK. 


Pianos made to order to suit any style of Furniture. 


Messrs. C. & Sons have been awarded THIRTY-FIVE PRIZE 
MEDALS for the superiority of their manufacture, exhibited by them at 
the different Fairs in this country and in London during the past thirty- 


je years. 
Also, for sale, at wholesale and retail, 


MASON & HAMLIN’S 
MELODEONS, HARMONIUMS. 


Organ Melodeons, and Organ Harmoniums, 


FOR PARLORS, CHURCHES, VESTRIES, AND LODGES. 


Grand and Square Pianos te Rent. 


WAREROOMS IN BOSTON, o WAREROOMS IN PHILADELPHIA, 


I REMONT* STREDT. 1307 CHESTNUT STREET. 


O. BREUSING. 
IMPORTER OF MUSIC, 


7OL BROAD WAY, INEW-XOKRESg 


Keeps on hand the largest and best-selected stock of 


FOREIGN AND AMERICAN MUSIC. 


and is enabled, by his large and constant importations, to offer superior advantages to purchasers. 
He begs to direct the particular attention of pianists; both amateurs and artists, to his dépòt of 


ERARD’S GRAND, COTTAGE, AND SQUARE PIANOS. 


The great superiority of these splendid instruments over all others manufactured in this country 
and abroad, being acknowledged by all persons competent to judge, makes it unnecessary to add any 
thing to their praise. 

Individuals opposed for obvious reasons, to the importation of Erard’s Pianos, have tried to injure 
their reputation by circulating the report “they did not stand the climate.” Erard’s factory was es- 
tablished in 1780, since which time more than 30,000 instruments have been manufactured which 
were sold not only in Europe, but to all parts of the world, and were, consequently, subject to the 
tests of the most severe climates, which to resist, an experience of nearly eighty years has accomplished 
facts not surpassed by any other house. 

Mr. Thalberg’s testimonial, which I subjoin, confirms the above strongly, in addition to which 
the following professional gentlemen, Messrs. B. Beer, Wm. Blondel, A. Emmerth, M. Strakosch, 
R. S. Willis, who purchased Erard’s Grand Pianos of me ; and also, Messrs. Th. Eisfeld, R. Goldbeck, 
Wm. Mason, F. Rackeman, R. Vilanova, H. A. Wollenhaupt, and a great number of amateurs in pos- 
session of Erard’s Pianos of my importation, have cheerfully consented to testify to their superior tone 
and touch, and also to their durability. 


S. Thalberg’s Testimonial of Erard’s Pianos. 


I consider the Grand Pianos made by Erard of Paris, the most perfect pianos in the world. I 
have used them at all my concerts during the whole of my public life, for the reason that I found 
them to possess in a larger degree than any other pianos, the great requisites of power and purity of 
tone, together with a perfection of touch entirely unapproachable. In point of durability they have no 
superiors and but few equals. I have used them in all climates, in the winters of Russia and the 
summers of Brazil, and I can bear witness to their admirable qualities of endurance under the most 
trying temperatures. 

New-York, July 2d, 1858. S. THALBERG. 

CHASUNT,ISO: Ne 


Persons in possession of Erard’s Pianos, desiring to avoid the disappointment of having their in- 


struments injured by incompetent and unprincipled persons, will please apply for a competent tuner 
and regulator to C. BREUSING, 701 Broadway. 


: a0 -@ 


New Music, Published by C. BREUSING, 701 Broadway, N. Y. 


S. Thalberg’s Compositions. H. A. Wollenhaupt’s Compositions. 
Home, Sweet Home, Air varie, Op. 72,......... $1.00 | Mazeppa, Gr. Galop de Concert, Op. 43,....... $1.00 
Last Rose of Summer, ‘“ ‘“ Op. 73,........- 1.00 | Andante elegiaque, Op. 45,..................000% 75 
Lily Dale, ss Oe CO Da 1 aurcs cases 1.00 ;} Fantasie sur Il Trovatore, Op. 46,.............. 1.00 


Souvenir d’ Amerique, Valses brillantes,...... 1.00 | Gr. Valse Styrienne, Op. 47,.................... 74 


HA LEE: ANTE 
Grand, Parlor-Grand, and Square 
CHAM O: FORTRES, 


May be found in all styles at the Ware-rooms of 


T. S. Berry, 458 Broadway, cor. Grand Street, N. Y., 


WHERE ALSO MAY BE SEEN A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF 
NEW-YORK PIANOS AND MELODEONS. 


GOOD SECOND-HAND PIANOS, at great bargains. Pianos and Melodeons to let. 
T. 8. BERRY, 458 Broadway. cor. of Grand St., Marble Building, N. Y. 


VEC EO NO 21D SN 


DRESS AND BUSINESS SHIRTS 


MADE TO ORDER. 


Taxse Shirts are cut by the latest uniform French system, and are warranted to fit. 
Only the best materials are used, and the sewing is done in the finest manner; and we 
have always on hand a large assortment to select from of 


ELEGANT FRENCH BOSOMS. 


262 BROADWAY, NEXT TO CORNER OF WARREN ST. 


; IN CS An as 
Ice Cream Saloon and Restaurant, 


835 BROADWAY, corner of 18th Street. 


DINNERS, SUPPERS, AND WEDDINGS FURNISHED WV et 
ORNAMENTAL CONFECTIONERY, AND MEAT DISHES. 


PRESE eeeh Bi Ds 
IVF EV FE KE E OO MLA: 


National Guard Bouquet. 


THE DELIGHT OF THE SEVENTH REGIMENT. 


Sold by T. T. GREEN, 862 Broadway, cor. of 14th street; ALEXANDER CUSHMAN, 941 Broadway, cor. of 22d 
street; CHARLES HH. Ring, 192 Broadway, cor. of John street; and Druggists and Fancy Dealers. 


—— eci dn 


Entered according tu Act of Congress, in the y2ar 1858, by F. P. EARLE, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court for the Southern 
È District of New-York. 


LA ERO aio 


Fee Cream Saloon and Ornamental Confectionery, 
555 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK. 


The undersigned furnishes SUPPERS for Weddings and Parties at the 
shortest notice. PYRAMIDS; DECORATIONS of every variety, by Pa- 
risian and English Confectioners. DELICACTHS ; the rarest which the 
market affords ; together with Servants, and every necessary. His well- 
known reputation, he believes, is a sufficient guarantee that all orders will 
be executed with promptness and satisfaction. 


NNASEEN O @ RK me Sore CO... 


GENTLEMEN'S FASHIONABLE AND ARMY HATTERS, 


THE NEWEST STYLES IN SEASON. 


Gentlemen’s wants anticipated,: and Orders promptly executed. 


Army and Navy Mats, Gaps, Equipments, and Embroideries, 
ST. NICHOLAS HOTEL, No. 519 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK. 


Kuickerborker Magazine, 
L. GAYLORD CLARK axp Dr, JAMES 0. NOYES, Eprrors. 


EVERY NUMBER HAS A SPLENDID STEEL-PLATE ENGRAVING. 
CONTRIBUTORS: 


O. W. HOLMES, FITZ GREENE HALLECK, GEO. W. CURTIS, R. H. STODDARD, T. B. ALDRICH, 
JOHN G. SAXE, H. T. TUCKERMAN, and other eminent authors. 


The NOVEMBER NUMBER has articles by G. W. CURTIS, PHEBE CAREY, JAMES O. NOYES, 
HENRY CLAPP, JR. With a steel-plate of G. W. CURTIS. 


Terms: Single Copy, one year, $3; Two Copies, $5; Three Copies, #6; 
i Single Copies, 25 Cents. 


Joun A. Gray, Publifher, Nos. 16 & 18 Jacob Street, N.Y. 


bs Ue REN 


801 BROADWAY, NEAR DUANE ST., 
IS DECIDEDLY THE BEST HOUSE TO PURCHASE 


frentlemens Under-Shirts and Brawers, 


GLOVES, HALF-HOSE, TIES, AND SCARFS, 


Which he keeps in great variety ; and will make your SHIRTS TO ORDER AT SHORTEST NOTICE, and 
AT LOWEST PRICES. Overhaul your wardrobe, and replenish for Fall and Winter wear. 


(entlemen’s Furnishing hoods, in every style. 


DEMPSEY & FARGIS, 


No. 608 BROADWAY, near Houston Street, NEW-YORK. 


Fme Jewelry, Watelies, silverware, 


ARTICLES FOR BRIDAL PRESENTS, 


Tortoise-Shell Lombs and Brnaments, Mourning Jewelry, Tet Goods. 


FasnionaBLE Wedding, Reception, At Home, and Visiting Cards engraved and 
printed, by skiliful an experienced workmen, under the immediate supervision of the 
proprietors. 

IMPORTERS OF FINE WEDDING STATIONERY. 


Paper and Envelypes stamped with Crests, Arms, Initials, ete., in colors, or plain. 
Watches, Jewelry, Shell Combs, Jet Goods, etc., repaired : 


DEMPSEY & FARGIS, 
No. 603 BROADWAY. 


J. & C. BERRIAN, 
601 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK, 
MPORILAS, 


W.ELO LES AL KCA ND» "RE TATA Da A DRESS IN 


HOUSE PURNISHING ANTILLES, 
Aud fine Fancy Goods, 


Cutlery, Silver Plated Ware, Japanned Goods, Bright, Planished, and Japanned Tin Ware, Cooking 
Utensils, Cane, Worden, and Willow Ware, Wire Work, Bronzed, Copper and Brass 
Goods, Mats, Brushes, Baskets, Meat Safes, Refrigerators, etc. Painted 
and Bronzed Iron Furniture, Servants’ and Bed-Room Fur- 
uiture, Sponges, Bathing Apparatus, English 
French, German, Chinese, and 
Italian Goods. 


(Ships, Steamers, }’ublic and Private Institutions Supplied at Short Notice. 1 


CATALOGUES FORWARDED BY MAIL, GRATIS, WHEN REQUESTED. 


INI 


At this Establishment are over 20,000 Useful and Ornamental Articles, to be seen gratis, many of which are of interest to 
every body. Strangers and resider ts are invited to examine the assortment, an inspection of which incurs no obligation to pur- 
chase. Equal attention will be sho yn visitors, whether their calls are for pleasure or business. This house fully sustains its en- 
viable position, is daily receiving la ‘ge supplies of manufactured and seasonable articles. Dealers, travelers, and resident citi- 
zens, will find every thing to meet t}.eir demands. Particular attention given to written orders. Goods sent with care, and sent 
forward at same prices as though purchased in person. Every article is marked at a fixed price, the lowest for which it will be 
sold. 


THH NEW COMIC OPERA, 


fee > trl ON rAUN- DFE E LING. 


BGT. 
RECITATIVE. 


Horatio (weeping,),— Tis very touching—it should move her 
rather! 
Does she refuse, or that old cuss, her father? | È 
Walter (tenderly.)—'Tis he—'t1s he! To quit me she is loth. 
Horatio o Ani is she rich? 
Walter (sighing.) — ye! rich enough for both. 
But for that traitor and his cursed “tick,” | 
Fate never could have played this seurvy trick. 
Her father hates poor fortune-hunters needy, 
And thinks I’m one—because my clothes are seedy. 


Cuorus (enthusiastic and VS io 
All hail to Fashion—Fashion divine! 
Haste we to bend at her shrine! i 
Haste we to Smiths’, then—proud be our strain! 
They are the priests of her reign! 


Horatio (with enthusiasm.)—Hear you that chorus? There is 
hope within it ; i i 
I'll be your banker. Come! let's off this minute! 
Nay, no apologies—the sum an’t large ; 
They sell for oAsH and moderate is their CHARGE. 
From them, for thirty dollars you'll buy thrifty 
A suit for which ** Tick Tailors’*’ would charge fifti ; 
But should she soon frown—you see I’m no great talker — 
Then load your Colt and steam away for Walker! | e 
Walker (seizing his friend's hand with great emotion) sings. 
SONG. 
(Ah! per me si lieli canti." —Sonnambula.) 


Ah, your words my fears are routing, 
Friendship then is not a myth; 

Hark! the people loudly shouting; 
All proclaim their faith in SMITH! 

Horatio.—Neighbors sing it to their neighbors : 

Kindred tell it unto kith; 

Even the wrangling Daily Papers 
All agree in praise of SMITH. 


Walter and Horatio together embrace each other, and move off, 
followed by the crowd. 


AGERE 


Sorne 1.—A boudoir in Fifth Avenue. — Lucinda discovere 

sitting pensively before her embroidery frame. Her cousin 
Emeline at the window.—Emeline moves back towards Lucinda 
as the curtain rises. 


RECITATIVE. 


Emeline.—What ails my cousin! She looks dull to-day 
Who yesterday was gayest of the gay; 
You weep, alas! your cause of grief declare— 
Is there a pang your Emmy would not share? 


Lucinda (clasping her hands.)—Perhaps ’twill be too late — 
Walter is proud—it is the fault of men— 
And once repulsed, may never seek again. 
O Emeline! how fortunate thou art; 
You love Horatio, and you hold his heart. 
I once had hopes that on the self-same day 
To these two friends we might be given away— 
You to Horatio, and to Walter I~ 
But dreams the brighest are the first to fly! 


Enter a servant who announces a visitor. 
Lucinda.—Let him come in! 


Enter Horatio dejectedly. He bows and takes a seat. 
rn tae (looking at him with surprise,) Horatio! who—how 
strange ! 
What means this sadness—what has caused this change ? 
Emeline (tenderly). — Oh! speak, beloved one! Why that 
clouded brow? 
Horatio (slowly.)—I said farewell to an old friend just now; 
A tried, staunch friend—he sails this very day— 
‘Then can you wonder that I seem not gay ? 
Lucinda (leaning eagerly forward.) —His name! 
vens ! 
Horatio (starting.)—His name—I dare not falter— 
Lucinda.—Speak, or I perish! do you not mean Walter ? 
1 know ‘tis he. Great heavens, I shall go wild— 
O father, father! you have killed your child! 


She faints—Emeline supports her—Horatio rings the bell and 
calls for help—Enter several servants with perfumes, burnt 
feathers, cold water, wine, and other restoratives. After 
them Mr. Grampus Cornerlot, her father. 


O hea- 


a a Oa Oe ae OO AS 


Grampus.—What's this I see? My child Lucinda dead ! 
prea ( passionately.)—And if she is, her blood be on your 
lead. 
In that which touched her most you would not trust her. 
And Walter's gone. 
Horatio (interrupting her.)—To be a fillibuster. 
Lucinda (reviving.)—What's that I hear? Oh, let me die at 


once! 
bh ame ESA Va made you tell her that, you great big 
unce 
Grant (nervously.)—What! gone to Walker, just because 
sal 


That he must pay his tailor ere he wed. 
Rea (în tears.)—Oh! cruel father you have driven him 
ma 
And killed me too. 
Horatio (interposing softly.)—It mayn’t be quite so bad. 
If Walter now were here, would you forgive him ? 
Grampus (ewcitedly.)—Ay, and with arms wide open, would 
receive him: 
Dear is my cash, but dearer Lucie’s life. 
And she seems bent on being Walter’s wife; 
Besides, he’s young, has genius and ambition, 
And one day may achieve a high position— 
One fault he has—his dress is civ: seedy 3 
If that were cured— | 
Horatio SAI to the door, which he opens, and enter Wal- 
ter, dressed in a style of chaste magnificence and durabi- 
lity, such as the SMirH BROTHERS OF FULTON STREET are 
alone ao, to produce.)—It has been cured already ! 
Lucinda (wildly, rising and throwing herself into her lover's 
arms.)—Heavens, it is Walter! dearer now than ever, 
And oh! such loves of clothes !—dear me, I never! 


(She sings.) ARIA, 
“Then Yowll Remember Me."—Bohemian Gurl. 


When other beaux in gayer clothes, 
With ruffled shirt and pin. 
And settled hair and mincing air, 
Came round my heart to win; 
I thought of you—compared with these 
Your forehead’s height and width— 
And prayed in secret on my knees 
That you would deal with SMITA. 
That you would deal—that you would deal with Smrtr. 


Walter takes her hand and answers pathetically. As he sings, 
they, accompanied by Emeline and Horatio, all kneel down 
before Mr. Grampus, who gives way to a burst of feeling 
and blesses them and joins their hands. 


(Walter sings.) 

I own my fault, but never more 
Shall you have cause to weep, 

I’ve found at last a ONE PRICE STORE, 
Where clothes for CASH are cheap, 

Your cousin here and my good friend 
Will soon be married with— 

And for this most delightful end, 
The praise is due to SMITH. 

The praise is due—the praise is due to SMITH. 


Old Grampus weeps a few tears over each of them, blows his 
nose several times in a red bandanna, kisses them all round, 
when they get on their pins, and the young ones make up 
private kissing parties on their own account. A noise is 
then heard outside the windows, which is caused br the 
same procession of citizens we met in the first act. They 
sing. 

CHORUS. 


All hail to fashion—Goddess divine 

The SMITHS are the priests of her shrine! 
Hail the Smirus’ banner, proudly unfurled! 
The CHEAPEST and Brest in the world! 


The curtain is about to descend, when Mr. Grampus Cornerlot 
comes forward to the footlights, and says: 


Grampus.—Not quite so fast—our play has got a moral! 
And one with which no man that’s wise will quarrel ; 
It shows that running bills with ‘* up-town tailors,” 


‘Leads in the end to duns, to debts and jailors; 


While those who pay Cash at a ONE PRIOE STORE, 
Have easier hearts, and for their price Get MoRE; 
Last, I would say, ere the green curtain smothers 
These my “last words,” deal with SMITH BROTHERS. 


— 


Published at the Twin Temples of Fashion, Head-Quarters of Bon-Ton— 


SMITH BROTHERS 
PNE BICE. CLOTHING. SPORES, 


122, 188, and 140 Fulton Street, New-York. 
THE PRICE IS MARKED ON EACH ARTICLE. 


Gareys Photosraphie and Fine Art Gallery. 


JT. URN ES 


No. 849 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK. 


PHOTOGRAPHS, DAGUERREOTYPES, 


MINIATURES IN OIL. 


N. B.—J. Gurney will open a new Photographic and Fine Art Gallery at No. 707 
Broadway, between the 1st and 15th of November. 


BALL, BLACK & CO. 


BALL, BLACK & CO. invite special attention to their stock of Silver Ware, 
which is now unusually large, affording a variety of pattern and design surpassing 
any to be found in any house in the United States, and of finer quality than ts 
manujactured in any part of the world. 


OUR STANDARD of Silver is.............. 950-1000 parts pure. 
The English Sterling Silver is.............. 925-1000 * 3 
The American and French Coin is........ 900-1000 * CE 


Thus it will be seen that we give 50 parts purer than the American and French coin, 
and 25 parts purer than the English sterling. We manufacture our own Silver Ware, 
and therefore guarantee the quality as above, which is the finest that can be made, to 


be serviceable. 
BALL: AC ea 
247 BROADWAY, cor. of Murray St. 


N. B.—We have on hand some Silver Ware made of the old standard of 
American coin, which we will sell at reduced prices. 


| 


LITFANYT & CG., 


990 BROADWAY, 


CLAIM for their stock, in comparison with any other in this country, superiority for 
its extent, quality, and beauty, and further, that their prices are as low as those of 


any other house. They would especially enumerate 


ole and other PRECIOUS STONES and PEARLS, 


FINE JEWELRY, 


IG Wish WW ARR IS. 


guaranteed of English sterling, (925-1000 pure,) the standard decreed by metallurgists 
the best possible for durability and beauty. | 


Wea IC EE HS 


of all the best makers. (They are the only Agents in -New-York for the sale of Chas. 
Frodsham’s Watches, conceded, they believe, to be the best pocket time-pieces ever 
made.) 


 Dionze Statuettes and Vases, 
FRENCH CLOCKS, 


AND 


Piana eee Se ee ae SO + ae SZ DT ee ee ee ee a cl ee dee ee 


ENGLISH PLATED WARE. 


AND MANY VARIETIES OF 


VANCI +00 DS 


The prices of all articles are marked, in plain figures, the lowest they will be sold. 


_—r.rr._—_—_—_——————__ 
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